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A | Fovre-Fovld | Meditation, | Of the foure laſt things: | viz. | 


Fe I. Hoa of Death. 
{ 5 2} ch; Day of Iudgement. 
Rn 3. 9.” }.Paines of Hell. 

4 ;  Toyes of Heauen. 


Shewing the eſtate of 'the Elect and Reprobate. | Compoſed in a 
Diuine Poeme | by R. S. | The author of S. Peters complaint. | /m- 
printed at London by G. Eld: for Francis Burton. | 1606. 


Quarto. First edition. 


COLLATION: Zo leaves, B—G 2, tn fours. 


Title as above, one leaf (verso blank). Each page of the work has a border ex- 
Dedication to Mathew Saunders, Esq., tending across the top and bottom com- 
Signed W. H., one leaf (verso blank). The posed of printer's ornaments. 
work, B 1—G 2, the last leaf blank. 
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Octavo. Second eqition. 


COLLATION: A—L, im erghts. 


Title as above, within woodcut border, At and A 7. The work, A $—[L 7. The col- 
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The eAuthor to his lowing 
Coſmn. 


# Octsby abuſing their talent, and ma- 
kmg the follics and faynings of lave 
the cuſtomaric ſubie of their baſe 
endeuours, haue fo diſcredited this 
facultie, that a Poer, a Louer, anda 
NE Lyer,are by many reckoned butthree 
; e* | words of one ſtgnification. But the 

2 ws £ yanitie of men,cannot counterpoyle 
the authoritie of God, who delivering many parts of Scrip- 
ture inverſe, and by his Apottle willing vsto exerciſe 0ur de- 
uotionin Hymnesand onel Sonnets, warranteth the Act 
to be good, andthe vſe allowable. And therforc not onely a» 
mong the Heathen , whoſe Gods were chicfely canomized 
by their Poets , and their paynim Duwinitie oracled, in 
verſe: but cuenin the olde and Newe Teſtament, it hath 
beenevſed by men of greateſt pictie, in matters ot.moſt de- 
votion, Chriſt him(clfe by making a Hymne, the concluſi- 
on of hitlalt Supper, and thePrologueto the firit Pageant 
of hi; paſ$ion, gaue his Spouſe amethodetomitate as inthe 
oftice ofthe Churchit appearcth,and to all men a patremets 
know the true vſe of this meaſured & footed ſhite. Bur the de- 


villas heaffeRech Deitic, and ſeeketh to haue all the comple- 
mentsof Diuine honour applyed to his ſeruice, ſo hath he a» 
nb Poets with hisid!efanfies. 
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THE EPISTLYE. 


For inlieu of ſolemne and devout matter , to which in duety 
they owethcir abilities,they now buſte themleluesin expre(- 
fing ſuch paſſions, as onely (erue for teſtimonies to how vn. 
worthy affetions they haue wedded their wills. And be. 
cauſe the beſt courſe toletthemſce the errour of their works, 
is to weaue a new webbein their owneloome, I haue heere 
laide a few courſe threds together, to inuite ſome skilfuller 
witsto goeforward inthe ſame, orto begin ſome finerpeece: 
whereinitmay be ſcene how well,verſe and vertue (ute toge- 
ther.Blawe me —_—_ Coſin,)though I ſend youa blame. 
warthy preſent:in which the moſt that can commendit, is the 

will of the Writer;neither Artenor invention giving it 
any credite, If in me thisbe a fault, you cannot be faultleſle 
thatdid importnne me to commit it, and therefore you muſt 
bearepart of the penance, when it ſhall pleaſe ſharpe cen- 

ſurcs toimpoſeit, In themeane time with many good 
wviſhes I ſend you theſe fevve ditties:adde you 
the tunes, and letthe Meane, Ipray you, 
be (till a _ your 
Eo 
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bin. AVTHOYR T 0 
the Reader. 


Eareeye that dooſt peruſe my Muſesflle, 

With cafic cenſure deemeof mydelight: 

Giue ſobreſt countenance leaue ſometime to finile, 
And graueſt wits to take a breathing flight, 
Of mirth to make atrade,may be acrime, 
Bur tyred ſpirits for mirth muſt haneatime. 


The loftie Eagle ſoaresnorſtill aboue, 

High flights will force her from the wingto ſtoupe, 
And(tudious thoughts at times men muſt remouc, 
Leaſt by exceſſe betore their time they droupe. 

In comfſcr ſtudies tis a ſweetrepoſe, 

With Poces pleaſing vainetoremper proſe. 


Profane conceits and faining fits I flie, 
Such lawleſle tuffe doth lawleſle ſpeeches fit: 
With Dauid verſe to vertue I apply, 
Whoſe ineaſure beſt with meaſured words doth fir: 
[t is the ſweeteſt note that mancan ſin f, 
Whea graco in vartueskey tunes Natures ſtring, 
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THE AVTHOR TO THE 
READER. 


Eare eye that ODT obey, 

On theſe ſadwemoriesof PETERS plaints: 
Muſe not to ſee ſome mud in cleareſt Brooke, 
They ence were brittle monld that now are $aimts, 

Their weakeneſſe is no warrant to 

Learne by therr faults what in thine owne to mend. 


If Equities enen-baxd the ballance beld, 
Where PET ER S ſinner and our: were mute the weight” 
Ownce for his dramme,ponnd for his ounce we yeeld, 
Hy ſvip would grone to feele ſome ſinners freights. 
So ripe is vice, ſo greene ts vertues bud: 
* Theworlddoth waxeinill but wane in good. 


T his maker my monrning Muſe reſolue in tearer, 

Thu theames my heanie penne toplaine inproſe, 

CHRISTS thorne 1 — 7 head his Garlandweares: 
Sril fineſt wits are ſtilling V EN V S Roſe, 

In Paynim toyes the ſweeteſt vaines are ſpent: 

To Chriſtianworkes,few haxe their talents lent. 


Licence my ſingle penne to ſecke apheere, 

You heauenly ſparkes of wit ſhew natine light: 
Cloude not with nuſtie lomes your Orient cleere, 
Sweet flights you ſhoote,learne once to lenell right. 
Faxonr my wiſh, well-wiſhing workes no ill, 

I mooxe the Sute, the Graunt reſts in your will, 


Saint Peters Complaint. 


Aunch forth my ſoule into a maine of reares, 
Full fraught with griefe, the rrafficke of thy mind : 
Torn failes will ſerue,thoughts rent with guilty feares: 
Giuecarc the ſterne,vſeſighs in lieu of wind: 
Remorſe, thy Pilot : thy mildeede, thy Card: 
Torment thy Hauen,ſhipwrack thy belt reward. 


Shun not the ſhelfe of moſt deſerued ſhame: 
Sricke inthe ſands of agonizing dread: 

Content theeto be ſtormes and billowes game; 
Diuorc't from grace thy ſou'e topennance wed; 
Fly not from forraine cuils, fly from thy hart: 
Worſe then the worſt of cuils is that thou ace, 


Giue vengvnto the vapours of thy breſt, 
Thatthicken inthe brimmes of cloudiceyes: 
Where ſinne was hatcht, lerteares now waſhthenef, 
Wiherelife was loſt, recouer life with crys. 
Thy treſpaſle foule, lernot thy teares be few: 
Baptizc thy ſported ſoule in weeping dew, 
Aa Fly 


z SAINT PETERS 
Fly mournfull plaints che Ecchoes of my rathy 
Whoſe ſcreeches in conſcience ring: 
Sobout my ſorrowes, fruites bf mine vatruch: 
Report the ſmart of ſinnes iafernallſti 
Tell heartsthaclanguiſh inthe ſorrieft pli 
There is onearth a farre more ſorry wight. 


A forriewight, the obicR of diſgrace; 

The monumeane of fearc, the map of ſhame, 
The mirrourof miſhap,the ſtaine of place, 
T he ſcorne of time, the infamy of fame, 
Anexcrementof earth,to heauen hateful, 
Injurious to man,to God vngratefull. 


Ambitious heads, dreame you of Fortunes pride: 
Fill volumes with your forged Goddeſſeprayle, 
Youfancies c_ plung'd infollies tide; 
Deuote your fabling wits to louers layes: 

Be you,6 ſharpeſt grictes that cuer wrung, 

Textto my thoughts, Theame to my playning tung, 


Sad ſubied of my ſinne hath ſtoard my minde, 
With eucrlaſting marter of complaint: 

My threnes an endlefſe Alphabet doe finde, 
Beyond che pangs which /eremre doth paint, 

| Thatcyes witherrors may iuſt meaſure 


| Moſtceares I wiſh tharhaue moſtcauſeto weepe, 


COMPLAINT, 
All weeping eyesreſigne your tearesto me: 
A ſrawill Candy Si ordur'dſoule: 
Huge horrours in high tides muſtdrowned be, 
Of cuery teare my crime exacteth tole. 
Theſe ſtaines are deepe : few drops take out no ſuch: 
Eucn ſalue with ſore : and moſt is not too much. 


I fear'd with life, to die; by death to live: 

left my guide, now left, and leaving God. 

To breath in bliſſe,I fear'd my breath to giue: - 
Ifear'd for heauenly raigne,an carthly rod. 
Theſe feares | fear'd, feares feeling no miſhaps: 
O fond, © faint, © falſc,o faultic lapſe! 


How can1liue,that thus my lite deni'd? 

What can I hope,that loſt my hope in feare? 
Whattruſt ro one,that truth it ſeIfe defi'd? 
What good in him that did his God forſweare? 
O ſinne of finnes! of evils the very worſt: 

O matchleſſe wretch ! 6 catiffe moſt accurſt! 


Vaine in my vaunts, [vowd,if friends had fail'd, 
Alone Chriſts hardeſt fortunes to abide: 
Giant in talke;like dwarfe, intriall quaild: 
Excelling none, but in vntruth and pride. 
Such diſtance is hetweene high wordsanddeeds: 
| Inproofe,the greateſt vaunter ſeldome ſpeeds. 
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4 SAIN'T PETERS 


Ah ra(hnes, haſtie riſe tv murdering leape, 


Lauiſh invowing,blind in ſeeing what: 

Soone (owing thames that long cemorſe muſt reape: 
Nurſing with teares that ouer-ftght begut; 

Scout of repentance,harbinger of blame, 

Treaſonto wiledome,mother of ill name. 


The borne-blind begger, for receiued ſight, 

Faſt in his faith and louc, to Chriſt cemain'd, 

Hee ſtooped tono fearc,hefear'd no might, 
Nochange his choice; no threats his truth diftain'd; 
One wonder wrought him in his dutic ſure: 


| I, after thouſands,did my Lord abiure. 


Could ſeruile feare of rendring Natures due, 
Which growth in yceres was (hort!y like toclaime,. 
Sothrall my loue,thatI ſhould thus eſchue 

A voweddeath,and miſle fo faire an ayme? 
Die,die,diſloyall wretch, thy life dete(t: 

For ſauingthine,thou haſt forlworne the bell, 


Ah life,ſweet drop .drownd in aſea of fowres, 

Aflying good,polting to doubtfullend,, 

Still looling months and yecresto gainenew howres” 

Faine,time to haue,and (pare, yet forc't to ſpend: 

Thy.growth,decreaſe, a moinent all thou haſt: 

That gonc,ers known : the reſt x0 come,or palt.: as 
})- 
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COMPLAINT. 


Ah life, the maze of countleſle ſtraying waies, 
Opento eriing lteps, and ſtrew'd with baits, 
To winde weake ſenſesintoendleſſe ſtrayes, 
Aloofe from vertues rough vnbeaten ſtraighrs; 
A flower,a play a blaſt,a ſhade, a dreame, 

A liuing death, a ncuer turning ſtreame. 


Andcouldlrateſohighalife ſo baſe? 

Did feare with loue caſt ſo vneuen account, 
That for this goale I ſhou!d runneludas race, 
And Caiphas rage in crueltie ſurmount? 
Yetthey cſteemed thirtie pence his price. 


I, worlethen both, for noughtdeny'd him thrice. 


The motherſca,from ouerflowing deepes, 
Sends forth her iſſue by diuided vaines: 

Yet back her of-ſpring to her mother creepes, 
To pay their pureſt ſtreames with added gaines; 
But I, that drunke the drops of heauenly flud, 
Bemyr'd the giuer with returning mud. 


Is this the harueſt of his ſowing toyle? 


DidChr:ft manure thy heart to breede him briers? 


Ordoth it neede this vnaccuſtom'd ſoyle, 

With helliſh dung to fertile heauens deſires? 

No,no,theMarlethat periuries dothyeeld, 

May ſpoyle a good, not us barraine field, 
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6 SAINT PETERS 


Was this for beſtdeſerts the dueſt meede? 

Are higheſt worths well wag 'd with ſpitefull hire? 
Are ſtouteſt vowes repeal din greate(t neede? 
Should friendſhip, at the firſt affcone, retire? 
Bluſh,crauen ſor,lurke ineternall night: 

Crouch in thedarkeſt caues from loathedlight. 


Ah wretch, why was Inam'd ſonne of a doue, 
Whoſe ſpeeches voyded(; +, wang breathed gall? 
No kin I amvnto the bird of louc: 

My ſtonie name much better ſutes my fall, 

My othes were ſtones; my cruell tongue the ling: 


My God, the mark: at which1ny ſpight did fling. 


Were all the Iewiſh tyranies too few 

To glut thy hungrie lookes with his diſgrace: 
Thatthou more hatcfulltyrannies mult ſhew, 
And ſpet thy poylon in thy Makers face? 
Didſtthouto ſpare his focs put vpthy ſword, 
Tobrandiſh now thy tongue againlt thy Lord? 


Ah tongue, thatdidſthis prayſe and God-head ſoung, 
How wert thou ſtain'd with ſuch detcſting words, 
That everic word was to his hearta wound, 
Andlaunc't him deeperthen athouſand ſwords? 
What rage of man, yea what infernall ſpirir, 

Could haucdilgorg'd ore loathſome dregs of ſpite? 


Why 


COMPLAINT. = 


Why did the yeelding ſea,like marble way, 

Support a Wretch more wauering then the waves? Agr 1. 
hom doubt did plunge,why did the waters ſtay? 

Vnkind,in kindnefſe, murthering,while it ſaues? 

O that this tongue had then beenfiſhes-food, 

And Idcuour'd before this curſing mood. 


There ſurges,depths,and ſeas vnfirme by kind, 
Rough guits,anddiſtance both from ſhip and ſhoare, 
Were titles to excuſe my (t ing mind; 

Stout feet might falter on that liquid floare: 

But heer, no ſeas, no blaſts,no billowes were, 

A puffe of womans windbredall my feare. 


Ocowardtroups,far better arm'd then harted! - PE 
Whom angric words;wh6 blowes could not prouoke, * _ 
Whom thogh Itaughthow fore my weapon fmarted, 

Yet none ——_— with a wounding ſtroke. 

O no: that ſtrokecould but one moity kill, 

I was reſeru's both halfes at once to ſpill. 


Ah,whether was forgotten oue exil'd? 

Where did the truth of pledged promiſe ſleepe? 

What in my thoughts begat this vgly child, 

That cou!drhrough rented ſoulethus fiercely creepe? 

O viper, feare their death by whom thouliueſt, 

All good thy ruines wreck; all euilsthougiueſt, - 
B 3-. Threats - 
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8 SAINT PETERS 
Theeatsthrew me notgorments I none aſſay: 


My fray, with ſhades: conceits didenake me yeeld, 
Rn hes with feares : {clfely diſmayd, 


I neither nor loſt,l gave the field; 
Infamous foyle : a Maidens cafie breath 
Did blow medowae, and blaſt my ſoulc to death. 


. Titles I make vntruths, am I a rocke? 
That with ſo ſoft a gale was ouer-throwne? 
Am I fit Paſtor for the faithfull Aocke, 
To guide their ſoules, that murdred thus mine owne? 
Arockeof ruine, not arcſt to ſtay, 
A Paſtor,notto feede,but to betray. 


Fidelitie was flowne,when fcare was hatched, 
Incompatible broode in vertues neaſt: 

——_— can lefſe with cowardiſe be matched, 
Prowelfe nor loue lodg'd in divided breaſt; 

O Adams child,caſt by afillic Eue, 

Heireto thy Fathers foyles, and borneto gricue. 


In Thabors ioyes I eger was to dwell, 

An carneſt friend while pleaſures light did ſhine, 

But when eclipſed glotie proſtrate fell, 

Theſe zealous heates to ſleepeI did refigneR 

And now,my mouth hath thriſe his name defil'd, 

Thatcry'dlo loude three dwellings there to — 
| hen 
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| COMPLAINT; > 
WhenChrif attending the diftrefſefull hower, 
Withhis farcharged breaſt — the 

Proſtrate in pangs,rayning: ableeding ſhower, 

Me, like my elf, adrowſ(s friend belomnds 

Thricein his careſkeepe clos'd my carclelleeye, 
Preſage,how him my tongue ſhould thriſedenie. 


Parting fromChrif, my fainting force declin'dy 

Wich lingring foote Lfollowed him aloofe, : 
Baſe feare out of my harthis love vnſhrin'd, Aferk. 1 4. 
Huge in high words, burimpotent in proofey; Rm 
My vauns did ſcene hatchevnder Sampſons locks, 

Yet womans words did giue me-murdring knocks.. 


So farre Inke-warme deſires in crafte loue; 

Farre off in neede with feeble foote they trainez 

In tydes they (wim;low ebbes they fcornerdproue; 
They ſceke their friends delights, but ſhunrheir paine; 
Hire of a hirefing minde is earned ſhame: 

Fake now thy due-. beare thy begotten blame. 


Ah, coole remiſnes,verrues quartane feuer; 
Pyning of loue,conſumptionof grace: ' 
Oldin the cradle, languor dyingeuer. 
Soules wilfull famine;finnes ſoft gras, | 
The vndermining euill of zealous thoug 
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10 SAINT PETERS 

O portreſle of thedoore of my diſgrace; 

Whoſe tongue valockt the truth wad mindes 
Whole words, from cowards hart, did couragechaſe, 
Andletin death-full feares my foule to blinde, 

O hadſtthou been the portreſſe to my toome: 
Whenthou wert portreſſe tothatcurſed roome. 


Yet loue was loathto part; feare,loath to die: 
Stay danger,life,did counterplead their cauſes: 
I fauouring ſtay,and life, bad danger flic: 

But danger did except againſt theſe clauſes. 
Yer ſtay,and liue,I would, and danger ſhunne; 
Andloſt my ſelfe, while I my verdia wonne. 


Iſtayde,yet did ing fartheſt part: 
Tr ol rs Aur. fe, I loſt it: 


' DangerIſhunn'd,butto my ſorer ſmart: 


\gayned nought,but deeper dimage croſt ir. 
Nhat danger,diſtance,death is worſe then this, 


| Thatrunnes fromGod and ſpoyles his ſoule of bliſſe? 


Toh. 18.16. 


O 7ohn my guide into this earthly hell, 

Too well _— in ſo illa Court 

(2 rayling mouthes with blaſphemies did ſwell, 
ich caynted breath infeing allreſort) 

gy thoulead metothis hell of evils, 

To ſhew my ſelfc a fiend among the devils? 


Euill 


COMPLAINT. 


Fuill preſident,che tyde that wafts tovice, _ 
Dumme Orator,that wooes with ſilent deeds, 
Writing in works leſſons of ill aduile, 

The doing tale that eye in praQtiſe reedes: 
Taſter of ioyes : to vnacquainted hunger: 
With leauen of the old,ſeaſoning the younger. 


It ſeemes no ſault to doe that all have done: 

The number of offenders hides the ſinne: 

Coach drawne with many horſe,dothealely runne, 
Soone tolloweth nne where multitudes beginne. 
O, had1 in that court much ſtronger bin; 

Or not ſo ſtrong as fuſt to enter in. 


Sharpe was the weather in that Mtormie place, 

Peſt futing hearts benumd with helliſh froſt. 
Whoſe cruſted malice could admitteno grace, 
\Wherecoales were kindledto the warmers coſt, 
Viere feare, my thoughts canded with ylic cold: 
Heate, did my topgue to periuries vnfold. 


O hatefull fire (ah that I ever ſaw it) 

Too hard my hart was frozenfor thy force, 
Farre hotter flames it did require to thaw it, 
., hell-reſembling heate did freeze it worſe, 
Othat Iratherhadcongeal'dtoyſe, 


Then bought thy warmth at ſuch a damning price. 
C 
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O wakefull bicd, proclaimecr of the day, 

Whoſe p__ note doth dauncthe Lions rage: 
ny ſclſe to me bewray, 

My frights,and brutih heares it did aſſwage. 

But 6, 1n this alone, vnhappic Cocke, 


That thou to count my foyles wert made the clocke. 


Obird, the iuſt rebuker of my crime, 

The faithfull waker of my ſleeping feares: 

Be now the daily clocketo ſtrike the time, 

Whea ſtintedeyes ſhall pay their taske of teares, 
Vpbraide minecares with thine accuſing crowe: 
To make merew that firſt it made me knowe. 


O mildereuenger of aſpiring pride, h 
Thou canſ(t — [cok high e Leres to low effeRs: 
Thou inad'ſt a Cycke mefor my fault to chide, 

My lofty boaſts this lowely bird correas. 

Well mighta Cocke corre me with a crowe, 
Whom henaiſh cackling tirſt did ouer-throwe. 


Weake weapons did Go{iahs ſumes abate, 

Whoſe ſtorming rage did thunder threats in vaine: 
His bodic huge, harneſt with maſſie plate, 

Yet Davids ſtone brought death into his braine. 
Wirl ſtaffe and ling as toa dog he camer 

And with contemprtdid boaſting furie tame. 


Yea 


AH wu T.c 


" ud ee FA >} 4 £54 


COMPLAINT, 


Yer Dauid had with Beare and Lyon fought, 
His skilfu) might excus'dGoliabs foile: 


r3 


The deathis eas'd that worthy hand hath wrought, 


Some honor lines in honorable y_ 
ButT, on whomall infamies muſt light, 


Was hiſt to death with words of womans ſpight. \ 


Small gnats enforſtth' Egiptian King to ſtovpe, 


Yet they in lwarmes and arm'd with pearcing ſtings: 


Exodt. 


Smart,noyſ{e,annoyance,made his courage droupe, 
No {mall incombrance ſuch ſmall vermine brings: 


I quaild at words that neither bitnor ſtung, 
Andthole delivered from a womans tongue. 


Ah feare, abortive impe of drouping mind: 
Selfeouer-throw; falſe friend; roote of remorſe: 
Sighted, in ſecing euils; in ſhunning blind: 
Foyld without field; by fancic not by force; 
Ague of valour; phrenſie of the wile; 

True honours ſtaine;loues froſt;the mint of lies, 


Can;vertue,wiſedome,ſtrength by women ſpild 
In Davids, Salomons,and Samſons falls, 
With ſemblance of excuſe my errour gild, 
Or lenda matble glofſe to muddy walls? 
Ono, their faulthad ſhew of ſomepretence, 
No veylecan ns” of my offence. 

y 
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4 SAINT PETERS 


The blaze of beautics beames allur'd their lookes: 
Their lookes,by lecing oft, conceived loue: 
aff<Ring,ſwallowed pleaſures hookes: 


Thus beautic,loue,and pleaſure them. did move. 


Theſe Syrens ſugred cunes rockt them aſleepe: 


| Enough todamne,yet not to damneſodcepe. 


Bur gracious ſcatures dazlednot mine eyes, 


- Two homely droyles were authors of my deaths 


Not loue,but feare,my ſenſes did ſucprize: 

Not feareof force,but fearc, of womans breath. 
And thoſe vnarm'd, l grac't, deſpis'd,vnknownez 
So bale ablaſt my truth hath ouer-throwne. 


 Owomen, woeto men : traps for their falls, 


Scill aQors in all tragicall miſchances: 

Earths neccſſaric eulls,captiuing thralls, 

Now murdring with yourtoligs, now with your glan- 
Parents of life, and loue Sep of both, (ces, 
The thecues of harts: falſc,do you loue or loth. 


Intime, 0 Lord, thineeyes with mine did meere;, 

In them[ read the ruines of my fall. 

Their chearing rayes that made misfortune ſweer, 
Into my guiltie thoughts pourd floods of gall: 

Their heauenly looks,that bleſt where they beheld, 
Dartsof gd diy Fa 


| COMPLAINT, ts 
Oſacredeyes, the ſprings of living light, 
The earthly heauens, where Angels ioy to dwell, 
How could you deigno to view my dearhfull plighe, 
Or let your heauenly beames looke on my hell? 
But thofe vaſported eyes encountred mine, 
As ſpotlelle Sunnedoth on the dunghil ſhine. 


Sweetvolumes Rtoard with learning fie for Saines,, 
Where blisfull quires imparadize their minds, 
Wherein eternall ſtudieneuer famts, 

Still finding all, yet ſecking all it finds, 

How endlefſe is your labyrinth of bliſſe, 

Where to beloſt the ſweeteſt finding is? 


Al wretch how oft haue | ſweerleſſons ready, * 
In thoſedeareeyes the regiſters of truth? 

How ofthauel my hungrie wiſhes fed, 

And in their happy ioyes redreſt my ruth? 

Ah that they now are Heralds of diſdaine,, 

That erſt were cuer pitticrs of my paine!. 


You flames diuine that ſparkle out yourhears;. 
And kindle pleaſing fires in mortall harts : 
YouNedr'd Aumbryes of ſoule feeding meates,. 
You graceſull quiuers of loues deareſt darts: 
Youdid vouchſafe to warme,to wound,to feaſt, 
My cold,my tony, my now A ——_— 

; 


AOL nth POE TEAM et oi IA na. 


T9 + dE "DOG A PRI en Els - Þ. ep Res CS La Ee 2 ea D 


; 
| 
| 
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| The matchleſſe eyes,matcht onely each by other, 
Were pleas'd on my ill matched cyesto glaunce: 
The cye of liquid pearle, the pureſt mother, 
Broch't teares in tine to weepe for my milchance 3 
The cabinets of grace vnlockt their treaſure, 
Anddid co my mildeed their mcercies mealure. 


Theſe blazing Comets, lightning ames of loue, 
Made me their warming influence to know ez 

My frozen harttheir ſacred force did proue, 

Which at their looks did yceld like melting ſnowe: 
They did not ioyes in former plentie carue, 

Yer ſweet are crums where pined thoughts doe ſtarue. 


Oliuing mirrours,ſeeing whom you ſhew, 
Which equal ſhadows worths with ſhadowedthings, 
Yea make things noblerthen in natiue hew, 
being ſhap't inthoſe life-giuing ſprings; 
uch more my image inthoſe eyes was grac't, 
Then in my ſelfe,whom ſinne and ſhame defac't. 


All-ſecing eyes,more worth then all youſce, 
Of which oneis the others onely price: 
I worthlefle am,diret yourbeames on mee, 
With quickning vertue cure my killing vice. 
By ſeeing things, you make things worth the ſighe, 
You ſeeing, ſalue, and being ſeene delight. 


O Pooles 


Z 
— x 


COMRLAINT, 17 


O Pooles of Heſebon, the baths of grace, Cart.7.3. 
Where happie ſpirits dive in ſweet delires: 

Where Saints reioyceto glaſfe their glorious face, 

Whoſe banks make Ecchoto the Angels quires, 

An Eccho ſweeter in the ſole rebound, 

Then Angels muſick inthe fulleſt ſound. 


|  Oecyes, whofeglaimces are a(tlent peach, 
Incipherd words high mylterics diſcloſing: 
Which with a looke all Sciences can teach, 
Whole textesto faithfull harts needlittle gloſing; 
Witneſſe vaworthie I, who ina looke 

Learn'd more by rote,then all the Scribes by book. 


Tough malice ſtill poſſeſt their hardned minds, 

], though too hard, learn'd ſoftnes in thine eye, 

Which yron knots of ſtubborne wi'l vnbinds, 

Offcing them loue, that loue with loue wil buy, 

This did [ learn?, yetthey could notdilcerne it; 
. But woe, that Il had now ſuch neede to learncit. 


O Sunnes,all but your ſelues tn light excelling, 
Witoſe preſence,diy,whole abſence caulcth night, 
Whoſe neighbour courſe,brings $5:nmer,cold expel- 
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Whoſe diſtant periods freeze away delight. (ling, 

| Ah\,thar[loſtyour bright and foſtcing beames, 

| Toplung myſouleintheſs congealed ſtreames! 
O gract- 


es. ' $AIINT PETE RS 
Ogratious ſpheres where louethe Center is, 
 Anariveplacefor our ſelfe-loaden ſoules; 
The compaſie, loue,a copethatnonecan mis, 
The motion, loue that round about vs rowles: 
O Sphercs of loue,whole Center, cope, and motion, 
Is loue of vs, loue that inuites deuotion. 


Olittle worlds,the ſummes of all che beft. 

Where | 09. 192 ARES We vertues,ſtars; 

Wherefire a loue that nextto heauendoth reſt, 

| Ayre, light of life, that no diſtemper marres; 

<8 The water grace, whole ſeas, whoſeſprings, whoſe 
Cloth natures earth with euerlaſting lowers. (ſhowers 


What mixtures theſe ſweet clements do yeeld, 
Let happie worldlings of thoſe worlds expound, 
But ſiumples are by compounds farre exceld, 
Both ſure a place, where all beſt things ahound. 
Andif abaniſht wretch gheſle not amiſſe: 

All but one compound frame of perfe& bliſle. 


1, out-caſt from theſe worlds,cxiled rome, 
Poore Saint, from heauen, from fire cold Salamander: 
Loſt tiſh; from thoſe ſweet waters kindly home, 
From land of lite,ſtray'd pilgrim ſtillI wander. 
 ITknow thecauſe: theſe worlds had never hell | 
LD 1a which my fauks haue beſtdeſeru'd to dwell. 


OBe- 


[5 


er: 


COMPLAINT. r9 


O Bethelem ceſterns, Da#ids moſt deſire, 
From'which my ſinnes like fierce Philiſtiras keep, = t-Xoy-23- 
To fetch your drops what Champion ſhould hire, 

ThatI therein wy withered hart may ſtcepe, 

I would not ſhed them like that holy _— 

His were but types,theſe are the figured thing. 


O Turtle twins all bath'din virgins milke, 

Vpon the margin of full lowing banks: 

Whoſe gracetull plume ſurmountsthe fineſt filke, 
Whoſe ſight eramoureth heauens moſt happy ranks, 
Could 1 forſwearc this heauenly payre of Doues, 
Thatcag'd in caretor me were groning loues! - 


Car.s.11.12 


Twiſe Moſes wand did ſtrike the ſtubborne Rock 
Ere ſtony veynes would yeeldtheircryſtall blood: E*24-17. 
Thy eyes, one looke ſeru'd as an onely knocke, . 
To make my hart guſh out a weeping flood. 

Wherein my ſinnes as fiſhes ſpawne their frie, 

To ſhew their inward ſhames,andthen to die. 


But 0, how long demurrel on hiseyes, = 
Whoſeclook did pearce my hart with healing wound? og 
Launcing impoſtumd fore of periur'd lyes, 
Which theſe two iſſues of mine eyes hath found: 
Where runne it muſt, till death theiſſues ſtop, 
Andpenalllife hath purg'd —_— drop. 


Like 
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Likeſoleſt Swanthat ſwims in filent deepe, 


And neuer ſings but obſequics of death, 

Sigh out thy plaints,and ſole in ſecret weepe, 
Inſuing ——_—— thy periur'd breath, - 
Attire thy ſoule in ſorrowes mourning weede, 
Andat thine eyes let guiitie conſcience bleede. 


Stiſlin the Limbecke of thy dolefull breſt 
Theſe bitter fruirs that from thy ſinnes doe grow, 


| Forfuelh(elfe accuſing chovghts be beſt, 


Vlefeare as fire; the coales let penance blow; 
And ceke none other quinteſſence but teares, 
That eyes may ſhed whatentred atthine cares. 


- Comeſorrowing teares,the of-ſpring of my griefe, 


Scant not your Parent of a needfull ayde; 
Inyoulreſt,the hope of wiſhe reliefe, 

By you my ſinnefull debts muſt be defrayd: 

Your power prevailes,your ſacrifice is gratcfull.' 
By louc obtaining life ro men moſt hateſull.. 


Come good effe&s of ill-deſeruing cauſe; 
Il gotten impes, yet vertuouſly brought forth: 
Selfe-blaming probates,of infri lo, 


Yetblamed faults redeeming with your worth, 
The fignes of ſhame in you cacheye _—_ 
Yet while you guiltic proue, you pittiep 


Obeames 


COMPLAINT. at 


O beames of mercie beate onforrowes Clowd, 
Proue ſuppling ſhowres vpon my patched grounds 
Bring forth the fruite to your due ſeruice vowde, 
Let gooddeſires with like deſerts be crownd. 
Water young blooming vertues tender flower, 
Sinne did all grace of riper grouth deuoure. 


Weepe Balme and Myrthe you ſweet Arabian trees, 
With pureſt gummes perfume _ your ryne: 
Shed on your honey drops you Bulic Bees, 

I, barraine plant, muſt weepe vopleaſant bryne, 
Hornets I hyue,faltdropstheir labour plycs, 

Suckt out of ſinne,and ſhed by ſhowring eyes. 


It David night by night did bathe his bed, Pſalm.6g 
 Eſteeming longeſt dayes too ſhort to monez 
Inconſolable teares if Anna ſhed, 

Who in het ſonne her ſolace had forgone, 

Then co dayes,and weekes,to monthes and yeeres, 
Do owe the hourely cent of ſtintleſſe teares. 


Tob.10; 


If loue, if loſle, if faulr,if ſpotted fame, 

If danger,death,it wrath or wreck of weale, 

Entitle eyes true heyres tocarned blame, 

Thatdue remorſe in ſuch cuentsconceale, 

Then want of teares might well enroll my name, 

As chiefeſt Saintin Calender of ſhame. | 
Sond Da Love 
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Loye,whetre I tou'd,was due,and beſt deſeru'd, 
Noloue could ayme at more loue-worthy marke, 
Nolaue more lou'd then mine of him 1 ſeru'd, 
Large vſc he gaue,a flamefor everie ſparke. 

This lovel loſt, this loſſea life muſt rue, - 

Yea life is ſhortto pay the ruth is due. 


Toſt all thatI had, and had the moſt, 

The moſt that will can wiſh; or wit deuiſe: 

I leaſtperform'd, thatdid molt yainely boaſt, 

I taynd my fame in moſt infamous wiſe. 

What danger then,death,wrath, or wreck can moue 
More pregnant cauſe of teares then this I proue? 


If Adam ſought a veyle to ſcarfe his finne, 
Taught by hus fall to feare aſcourging hand, 

If men ſhall wiſhthat hils ſhould wrap them in, 
When crimes in finall doome come to be ſcand, 
What mount,what caue,what center can conceale 


_ My monſtcous fa@,which cuen the birds reucale? 


Comeſhame,the liveric of offending minde, 
The vgly ſhroude that ouer-ſhadoweth blame: 


' ThemulQ,ac which foule faults areiultly fin'd, 


The dampe of ſinne,the common ſluce of fame, 

By whichimpoſtum'd tongues their humours purge, 

Light ſhame on me,l beſt deſeru'dthe ſcourge. _ 
ans 


» 
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COMPLAINT, 23 
Caines murdering hand imbrudein brothers blood Gene. 
More mercy then my impious tongue may craue: . 
He kilda rinall with prerence of good, 
In hope Gods doubled louec alone to haue: 
But feare ſoſpoyld my vanquiſhe thoughts of love, 
That periurde oathes my (pightfull hate did proue. 


Poore Agar from her pheere enforc'r to flye, 
Wandting in Barlabcian wiides alone: | 
Doubting her childthrogh helples drought would die, 


_ Layditaloofe,and fert her downe to moane. 


The heauens with prayers, her lap with teares ſhe fild, 
A mothers loue in loſſe is hardly (tild, 


But Agarnow bequeath thy teares to me, | | 
Feares,noteffes, did ſer a-floate thine eyes: - Gene.22 
But wretch | feele more then was feard of thee. . .* 

Ah not my Sonne, my foule it is thatdyes; 

It dyes for drought, yet hath a ſpring in ſight, 

Worthie todie,that wouldnotliue ani might. 


Faice Abſolons foulc faults compar'd with mine, | 
Are brighteſt ſands,to mud of Sodome Lakes; g-15- 
Highaymes,yong ſpirits, birth of rozall line, 

Made him play falſe where Kingdoms were the ſtakes, 


He gaz'd on golden hopes, whoſe luſtre winnes 
yomtime the graueſt wits to greeuous lines. = 
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But whoſe crime cuts off the leaſt excuſe, 
AKingdome loſt,but hop't no mite of gaine, 
My higheſt marke,was but the w-cthleſle vie 


. Of ſomefewlingring howres of longer paine; 


Vngracefull child, his Parent he purſude, 
I, Gyants warre with God himſelfe renude. - 


loy infane Saints; whom inthe terider flower 
A happie ſtorme did free from feare ot finne, 


| Longistheirlifethatdie in blisfull how er, 


Ioyfull ſuch ends as endlefic ioyes begin. 
Tomy they live, that liue till they be nought, 
Life ſau'd by ſinne, baſe purchaſe dearely bought, 


< 


This lot was mine,your fate was not ſo fearce, 
Whom ſpotleſſe death in Cradicrocktaflecpe, 
Sweet Roſes mixt with Lillies ſtrow'd your hearce, 
Death virgin white in Martyrs reddid ſteepe. 

Your downy heads both pearles andRubies crownd, 


My hoarie locks did female feares contound. 


You bleatingEwes that wayle this woluiſh ſpoyle 
Of ſucking Lambs new boug ht with bitter throwes, 
Tinbalme your babes your eyes diſtill their oyle, 
Each harttotombe her child wide rupture ſhowes;. 
Rue nottheir death whom death did but reyiue: 
Yerldruth 10 medhatlu'dro diealiv, ww 
| t 


COMPLAINT, 2E 
With caſte loſſe ſharpe wrecks did heeſchew, 
That Sindonlefſe a(ide did naked lip, 
Oncenaked grace no outward garmentknew, 
Richare his robes whom ſinnedidnever ſtrip, 
Ichat in vaunts,diſplaid prides fayreſt flags, 
Diſrob'd of grace,am wrapt in Adams rags- 


Whentraytor to the fonne,in Mathers eyes, 
Ihali p_ my humble ſure for grace, 

What bluſh can paintthe ſhame thar will ariſe, 
Or write my inward fecling in my face? 

Might ſhe the ſorrow with theſinner ſee, 
Though deſpiſde, my griefe night pitticd bee. 


But ah, how can her eares my ſpeechendure, 

Or ſent my breath fill reeking helliſhſteeme? 7 * 
Can Mother like what did the Sonneabiure, 

Oc hart deflowr'd a virgins loue redeeme? 

TheMothernothing loues that Sonne doth loath, 

Ah lothſome wretch, dateſted of them both! 


Oliſter Nymphes, the ſweerrenowned payre 
That blefle Bethania bounds with your aboade: 
Shall L infe& that ſanRified ayre, 
Or ſtaine thoſe ſteps where eſ#s breath'd and trode? 
No: let yourprayers perfume that ſweerned placez 
Turne me with Tygersto the wildeſt chaſe. 


Could 
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26 SAINT PETERS 
CouldI reuiued Lazarus behold, 

The third of chat ſweet Trinitie of Saints; 
Would not aſtoniſhtdread my ſenſes hold? 
Ah yes,my hart even with his naming faints; 
I ſeem=roſee a meſſenger from hell, 

That my prepared torments comes to tell. 


O lobn,o lames,wee made a triple cord > 
Of three moſt louing and beſt loued friends: 

My rotten twiſt was broken with a word, | 

Fit now to fucll fire among the fiends; 

Itis noteuer truegthough often ſpoken, 

That triple twiſted cordis hardly broken. 


The diſpoſleſſed deuils that outI threw 
In IE SVS name,now impiouſly forſworne, 
Triumphtoſee me caged in their mew, 
Trampling my ruines with contempt and ſcorne; 
PRs av were mulick to their daunce, 

now they heape dildaines on my miſchaunce. 


Our rocke(lay they) is riven,o welcome howre, 

Our Eagles wings are clipt that wrought ſo hie: 

Our thundring Cloude made noyſe but caſt no ſhowre, 
He proſtatelyes that would haue ſcal'dthe skie, 


- In womanstongue ourrunner found a rub, 


Our Cedar now is (hrunke into afſhrub. 
Theſe 
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COMPLAINT. 27 


Theſe ſcornefull words vpbraid my inward thought, 
Proofes of their damned promprers neighbour voice: 
Such vg!iy gueſts ſtill wait vpon the nought. 

Fiends warm to ſoules that ſwarue fro vertues choile, 
For breach of plighted truth,this rrueT crie; 

Ah, that my deedthus gaue my wordthelie. 


Once,and but once, too deare a once to twice it, 

A heauen,in eartb,Saints,ncere my ſelfe I ſaw; 

Sweet was the ſight, bur ſweeter loucs did ſpice it, 

But Gghrs and loues did my miſdeced with-draw. 

From heauen and Saints, to hell anddeuilseſtrang'd, 
Thoſe ſights to frights, thoſe louesto hates arechagd. 


Chriſt, as my God,was templed in my thought, 
As man, helent mine eyes their deareſt light, 
But ſinne his temple hath to ruine brought: 
Andnow,he lightneth terrour from his light, 
Now of my lay vnconſecrate deſires, 

Profaned wretch I taſte the carned hires. 


Ah ſinne, the nothing that doth all things file; 

Out-caſt from heauen,earths curſe,the cauſe of hell: 

Parent of death, author of our exile, 

The wrecke of ſoules,the wares that fiends doe ſell, 

That mento monſters; Angels rurnesto deuils: 

Wrong, of allrights;ſelfe ruine;rovrte of cuils. 
_— Athing 
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A thing moſtdone, yer more then God can doe, 
Daily new donez yet cuer done amiſle; 
; R Friended of all;yetvnto all a foe, 
| | Seeming a heauen,yetbaniſhing from bliſſe: 
Serued with toyle,yet paying nought bur paine: 
Manes deepeſt loſſe,though falle,eltcemed gaine. 


Shot,wichoue noyſe; wound without preſent ſmarr: 
Firſt ſeeming light; prouing in fine alode, 
Entring with caſe,noteaſily wonne to part, 

Far in efteQs fromthat the ſhowes abode; 
Endorc't with hope,ſubſccibed with deſpaire; 
Vgly in death, though life did faine it faire. 


O forfeiture of heauenzeternall debr, 

A moments ioy;ending in endleſle fires; 

Our natures ſcum; the worlds entangling Net: 
Night of our thoughts; death of all good delires, 
Worſethen al this: worſethen alltongues can ſay, 
Which man could owe, but onely God defray. 


This fawning viper,dum till he had wounded, 

With many mouthes doth now vpbraid my harmes: 

My ſight was vaildeilll my ſelfe confounded, 

Then didIſeethe diſinchanted charmes, 

Then could I cutthe Anatomie of finne, 

And ſcarch with Linxes cyes what lay within. 
Bewitch- 


COMPLAINT, 2.9 


Bewitching euill, that hides death in deceits, 
Still borrowing lying ſhapes to macke thy face, 
Now know I thedeciphring of thy ſleights, 

A cunning, dearely bought with loſle of grace; 
Thy ſugred poyſon now bath wroughtio well, 
Thatthou haſt made me to wy ſelfe a hell. 


My eye,reades mournſull leſſons to my harr, 

My harr, doth to my thought the greefes expound, 
. Mythought,theſame doth to my tongue impart, 

My tongue the meſſage inthe earcs doth ſound; 

My eares,back to my hart their ſorrowes ſend, 

Thus circling griefes runne round withoutan end. 


My guilcie 0 ſtill ſeemes to ſee my linne, 

All things CharaQters are tof py my fall, 

What cyc doth read without, hart rues within, | 
What hartdoth rue, to penſive thought is gall, | 
Which when the thought would by the rongue digeſt, | 
The care conueyes it backe into the breſt. 


Thus gripes in all my parts doe neuer fayle, 
Whoſe onely leagueis now in bartring paines, | 
Wharl rans+ wo. wa traſfiqueby retayle, | 
Making cach others mileriestheir gaines; | 
All bound, for euer, prentices tocate, 
WhilſtIin ſhop of / wan n_ lorrowes = 
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Pleaſd with difpleaſing lot bfeek no change, 

I wealthieſt am when richeſt in remorſe; 

To fetch my wareno feas nor lands | range. 

For cuſtomers to buy [nothing force. 

My home-bred goods art home are bought and old, 
And till in me the intcreſt I hold. 


My comfortnow is comfortleſle to live, 

In Orphan ſtate deuoted to miſhap: 

Rent from theroote,thar ſweeteſt fruite did giue, 
I ſcorn'd to. graffe in ſtock of meaner ſap. | 
No iuyce can ioy ine but of leſſe flower, 
Whoſe heauen]y roote hath true reuiuing power, 


At ſorrowes dore I knockt,they crau'd my name: 
I aunſwered one, vnworthy to he knowne; 

What one, ſay they? one worthieſt of blame. 

But who? a wretch,not Gods,nor yethis owne. 

A man:Ono,a beaſt; much worſe : what creature? 
A rocke : how cald: the rocke of ſcandale,Peter. 


From whence?fro Caiphas houſe: ah dwell you there! 
Sinnes farme l rented there,but now would teauc it: 
What rent?my ſoule; what gaine? vnreſt, and feare. 
Deare purchaſe. Ah too deare,will yourecciue it; 
Wharſhallwe yur fit teares,and times to plaine mee, 
Come in, ſay theyz thus gricfes did entertaine = - 
1 
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\Vichthem I reſt true priſoner ta their _ 
Chayn'd inthe yron linkes of baſeſt thrall, 

Till grace vouchlafing captiueſoule to bayle, 

[1 womted See degraded loues enſtall. 

Dayes paſſe in plaints ; the nights without repoſe, 
| wake, to weepe, [ {lcepe in waking woes. 


Sleepe, deaths allye,obliuion of reares, 

Silence of paſſions, balme of angry ſore, 

Suſpence of loues,ſecuritie of feares, 

Wraths lenitiue, hearts caſe,ſtormes calmeſt ſhore, 
Senfes and ſoules repriuall from all cumbers, 
B:numwing ſenſe of ill, with quiet ſumbers. 


Not ſuch my ſleepe, but whiſperer of dreames, 


Creating ſtrangechymeras, fayning frights: 


Of day diſcourles giuing fanſite theames, 

To make dum ſhewes with worlds of anticke ſights, 
Caſting true griefes in fanſies forging mold, 
brokenly telling tales rightly fore-told. 


This fleepe moſt fitly ſuterh ſorrowes bed, 
Sorrow, the ſmare of ewll, Sinnes eldeſt child: 
Beſt, when vnkind in killing who ir bred, 
Aracke tor guiltie thoughes,a bit for wild. 
The ſcourge that whips,the ſalue that cures offence: 
Sorrow, my bed ,and home, while life hath ſenſe. 
E 3 Here 
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Heere ſolicarie Muſes nurſe wy griefes, 

Ia filent loneneſle burying worldly noyſc, 
Artentiue to rebukes,deafe to relicfes, 
Penſiue to foſter cares, careleſle of ioyes; 
Ruing lites loſſe vnder deaths dreary roofes, 
Solemanizing my funerall behoofes. 


A ſelfe contempt the ſhroude, my ſoule the corſe, 
The beere,an humble hope, the herſe-cloth,fearc; 
The mourners, thoughts, in blacks of deepe remork, 
The herſe,grace,pittic,loue, and mercie beare. 

My tearcs, my dole,the Prieſt a zealous will: 

Penance the tombe : anddolcfull ſighes the knill. 


Chriſt,health of feuer'd ſoule,heauen of the mind, 
Force of the feeble, nurſe of infant loues, 
Guidetothe wandring foote,lighttothe blind, 
Whom weeping winnes,repentant ſorrow moues. 
| Father in care; mother in tender hart, 

Reuiue and ſaue me,Mlaine with ſinnefull dart. 


If King Manaſles ſunke in depth of ſinne, 

With plaints and tearesrecouered grace andctowne: 
A worthleſſe worme ſome mild regard may winne, 
Andlowlycreepe, where flying threw it downe. 
A baveto mend my ill, 
I ſhould, I would I dare not ſay,l will. 
I dare 


2 


COMPLAINT. 33 
I dare not ſay, I will; but wiſh I may, 


My pride is checkt,high words the ſpeaker ſpile: 


My good 6 Lordthy gift, thy ſtrengeb, my ſtay: 
Giue what thou bidſt, and then bid what thou wilt. 
Worke with me what thou of me doo'ſt requeſt, 
Then will I dare the moſt, and vow the beſt. 


Pronelooke,croſt armes,bent knee, and contrite hart, 
Dcepeſighs,thick ſobs,dew'deyes,& proſtrate prayers,. 
Moſt humbly beg releaſe of earned{mart, 

Andſauing (hroud in mercies ſweet repaires. 

If iuſtice ſhould my wrongs with rigor wage, 

Feares, would deſpaires; ruth,breeda hopeleſle rage. 


ſ 


Lazar atpirties gate I viceredlye, 

Crauing the retfuſe crums of childrens plate: 
My ſores [lay in view to mercieseyc, 

My rags beares wines of my pooreelſtate; 
The wormes of conſcience that within me ſwarme: 
Proue that iy plaints are lefſethen is my harrye. 


With mildnes, 7e/#, mcaſurc mine offence; 
Lettrue remorſethy due reuenge abate; 

Let teares appeaſe when treſpaſſe doth incenſe: 
Letpictie temper thy deſerucd hate. 
Letgraceforgiue,let loue forget my all, 


With feare Icraue,with hope I humblic call. 
Redegme 
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Redeeme my lapſe with raunſome of thy loue, 
Trauerſe th' inditement, rigors doome ſuſpend: 
Let frailtie fauour,ſorrowes ſuccour moue. 
Bethou thy ſelfe,though changeling [ offend: 
Tender my ſute,cleanſe this denne, 
Cancell my debts, ſweet /e/#, lay Amen, 


| Theende of Saint Peters complaint. 
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He ſignes of ſhamethat ſtaine my bluſhing face, 
Riſe trom thefeeling of my rauing fits. 
Whoſe ioy annoy, whoſe guerdon is diſgrace: 
Whoſe ſolace fliyes, whoſe ſorrow neuer flits; 
Bad ſcedel ſow'd,worlſe ſruite is now my gaine, 
Socne dying mirth begat long living paine. 


Now pleaſure ebbes,reuenge begins to flow, 

One day doth wreake the wrath that many wrought: 
Remorſe doth teach my guiltie thoughts to know 
How cheapclI {ould,that Chriſt ſodearely bought. 
Faults long vnfelt doth conſcience now bewray, 
Which cares muſt cure,and teares muſt waſh away. 


All ghoſtly dynts thatgrace at me diddarr 

Like ſtubborne rocke 1 torced to recoyle; 

To other flights an aymel made my hart, (toyle. 
Whoſe wounds then welcome,nowhaue wrought my 
Woc worththe bowe,wo worththe Archers might, 
That draueſucharrowestothe marke {o right. 


To 
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36 Mari Magdaleniblub. 
' Topullthemour,coleauethem in is death; 


' Bur then my wounds will worke adreadfull doom. 


Oae, tothis world : one to the world co came; 
Wounds may [ weare, and draw a doubtfull breati: 


Andfor a world, whoſe pleaſuccs paſſe away, 
Itofſea world, whoſe ioyes are paſt decay. 


O ſenſe, 6 ſoule,o had,s hoped bliſſe, 
You wooe, you weane, you draw, youdriue me back, 
Yourcroſle encountring,like their combate is, 
That neucrend but with ſome deadly wrack. 
When ſenſe doth win, the ſoule doth loſe the field, 
And preſent haps make future hopes to yeeld. 


O heauen lament,ſenſe robbeth thee of Saints, 
Lament 6 ſoules,ſenſe ſpoyleth you of grace» 
Yertſenſe doth ſcarce deſerue theſe hard complainr, 
Loue is the thiefe,ſenſe but che entring place, 

Yet = I muſt, ſenſe isnot free from linne, 

For theefe he is, that theefe admirteth in. 


Marie 
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M: arie M Megan complaint 
Chreftes death. 


Ith my life from life is parted: 
| Death comerakethy portion, - 
Who furuiues, whenlife is murdred, 
Liues by meere extortion. 
All that liue, and not in God, 
Couch their life in deaths abod. 


Scely ſtarres muſt needs leaue ſhining, 
When the ſunne is ſhadowed. 
Borrowed ſtreawes refraine their running, 
When head ſprings are hindered. 
Onethat lives by others breath, 
Dyethalſo by his death. 


O true life, ſince thou haſt lefe me, 
Mortall life is tedious, 

Death it is to liue without thee, 
Death of all moſt odious. 

Turne _ take meto thee, 


e,or liue thou in mee. 
F 2 Whee 
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Wherethe truth once was and is nor, 
Shaddowes are but vanitie: 
Shewing want,that helpe they cannot, 
Signes,not ſalues of miſerie. - 
Painted meateno hunger feedes, 
Dying fe cach death exceeds. 


With my loue, my life was neſtled 
In the ſumme of happineſſe; 

From my loue,my life is wreſted 

Toaworld of heauineſle. 

18 O, letloue my life remoue, 

| Sith I live notwherel1 loue. 


O my ſoule, what did vnlooſe thee 
Fromthy ſweet captiuitic? 

God, not I, did ſtill poſſeſſe thee: 
His, not minerhy libertie. 

O, too happicthral[thou warr, 

When thy priſon was his hart: 


Spighrfull ſpeare,that break'ſt this priſon, 
FEarof allfelicitie, | q 
Working this, with double treaſon, 
Loues andlliues deliuerie: 
Though my life thoudrau'ſt away, 
Maugre thee iny loue ſhall ſtay. 


Tine: 


Times goe by turnes. 


HE loppedrree in time may grow againe, 

Moſt naked plants rencw both fruite and flower: 

The ſorrieſt wight may find releaſe of-paine, 
The dryeſt ſoyle ſucke in ſome moyſtning (hower. 
Times goc by turnes,and chaunces change by courſe, 
From {oule to faire: from better hap to worle. 


| Theſeaof Fortune doth not euer flow, 

Shee drawes her fauours to the loweſt ebbe; 

Hertides haue equalltimes to come and goe, 

Her Loome doth weaue the fine and courſeſt webbe, 
Noioy ſogreat,butrunnethtoan end: — 

No hap ſo hard, but may in fine amend. 


Not alwaies fall of leafe,noreuer ſpring, 

No endlefſe night,nor yet eternall day: 

The ſaddeſt Birds a fcafon findto ing, 

The rougheſt ſtorme a calme may loone allay. 
Thus with ſucceeding turnes Godtempererth all: 
That man may hope to riſe,yer feare to fal. 


Achaunce may winne that by miſchaunce was loQ, 
That ner that holds no grear,takes little fith; 

In ſomethings all, in all things none are croſt, 

Fewe all they neede:but none haue all they wiſh, 
Vameddled toyes heeretono man befall: 


Who leaft, hath ſome,who moſt, hath neuer all. 
F 3 Looke 
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Etyred thoughts enioy their owne delights, 
As hcautie doth in felte-beholding eye: 
Mans minda mirrour is of heauenly fights, 
A diicic wherein all meruailes ſummed Iyc: 
Ot taire(t formes,and (weeteſt thapes the ſtore, 
Moſt graceiull all,yer thought iay grace them more. 


1he mindea creature 13,yet can create, 

To Natures patterns adding higher $kill: 

Ot fineit works,wit better could the (tate, 

If force of wit had equal] power of will, 

Deuiſe of man in working hath no end: 

Vhat thought can think,another thought can mend 


Mans ſoule,of endlefſe beauties image is, 
Drawneby the worke of endleſſe skill and might; 
This skilfull might gaue many ſparks of bliſle, 
And codiſcernethis bliſſe anatiue light, 

To frame Gods image as his worthes requir'd, 
His might his skil;his word,and will conſpir d. 


Ailthat he had,his Image ſhould preſent, 

All that it ſhould preſent he could afford; 

To that he could afford his will was bent, 

His will was followed with performing word. 

Let this ſuffize,by this concciuethereſt, 

He ſhould , he could, he would, he didthe beſt. 
Fortune: 


We 
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Fortimes falſhood. 


N woridly merriments lurketh much miſerie: 

Sliz forta-2es ſubulties, in baytes of happiaeſſe, 

Shrowd hookes; that, ſwallowed(withoutcecouery) 
Murd:r the innocent with mortall heauineſle. 


Shee ſyotheth appetices with pleaſing vanities, 
Tillthey be conquered with cloaked tyranny: 
Then,changing countenance, with open enmities 
She triumphs ouer them, ſcorning their ſlauerie. 


With fawning flatteric Deaths doore ſhe openeth, 
Alluring lagu ro bloodie deltinie: 

In offers bountitull,in proofe thee beggereth; 
Mens ruins regiſtring her falfe felicitic. 


Her hopes are faſtened in bliſſe that vaniſheth, 
Herſmartinherited with ſure poſſeſſion, 
Conſtantin crueltie,ſheneuer altereth, 

But from one violence, tv mare oppreſſion. 


Tothoſe that follow her, fauours are meaſured 
Ascaſie premiſſes to hardconcluſions; 


| Withbittercorroliues her ioyes are ſeaſoned; 


Her higheſt benefits are but illuſions. 


Her: 
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42 Fortunes falſhood, 


Her way's a labyrinth of wandring paſlages: 
Fooles common pilgrimage,to cutſcd deities: 
Whole fonddeuotion andidle menages, 

Are wag d with wearineſle in fruitleſſe drudgerics. 


Blinde,in her fauorites fooliſh election, 
Chaunce is her arbitcr in giuing dignitie: 
Her choyle of viſions, ſhewes Gol diſcretion, 

Sith wealth the vertuous might wrelt from pictie. 


To humble ſuppliants, tyrant moſt obſtinate: 
Shee ſuters an(wereth with contrarieties. _ 
Proud with petition, vataught ro mitigate 
Rigour with clemencic in hardeſt crueltics. 


Like Tygre fugitiue from the ambitious, 

Like weeping Crocodile to ſcornfull enemies, 
Suing for amitie where ſhee is odiovus, 

Butto her followers forſwearing curtcſics. 


No winde ſochangeable,no ſea ſo wavering, 

As giddie Fortune in reeling varieties; | 
Now mad,now merciſull, now fierce,now fauoring, 
In allthings mutable, but mutabiliries, 


Scorne BÞ 
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Scorne not the leaft. 


VV Here wards are weak, & foes encoiitring ſtrong, 
Where mightier doe aflaule then doe defend, 

The feeb!er part puts vp enforced wrong, 

And filent ces, thatſpcech could not amend; 

Yet higher powers muſt thinke,thoughthey repine, 

VV hen ſunne is ſer,the little ſtarres will ſhine. 


While Pike doth range,the ſilly Tench doth flie, | 
Andcrouch in priuie creekes,with ſmaller fiſh: D 
Yer Pikes are caught when little fiſh goe by, 

Thele fleete aflote,while thoſe doefill the diſh; 

There is a time cuen forthe wormes to creepe, 

Andſucke the deaw while all their foes doeſleepe. 


The Marline cannot euer foare on high, 

Nor greedic Grey-hound ſtill purſue the chaſe, 
The tender Larke will findea time to flic, 
And featefull Hare to runne a quietrace. 

He that high growth on Cedars did beſtow, 
Gaue alſo lowly Mi:ſhiumps leave to prowe. 


In Hamans pompe pooretMirdocheus wept, 

Yet Goddgidturne his fate vpon his foc. 

The Lazar pinde, while Dives feaſt was kepr, 
Yethero heauen,to he!1 did Diues goe. 
Wetrample graſle,anc prize the lowers of May, 
Yetgraſle is greene, whcn w— doe fade away. 
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T he natinitie of (hriſt, 


Ehold,the Father is his daughters ſonne: 

The bird that built the nelt,is hatcht therein: 

The old of yecres,an howre hath not out-runne: 
Eternall life ,to liue dothnow beginne. 
The Word is dum, the mirch of heauen doth weepe, 
Might feeble is,and force doth taintly creepe. 


O dying ſoules,bchold your lining ſpring}; 

O dazcledeycs,behold yonr Sunne of grace; 

Dull cares,attend what wordthis Word doth bring, 
Vp heauie barts,with ioy your ioy embrace, 
Fromdeath,from darke,from deafeneſle,tro deſpaires 
This life,this light,this Word, this ioy repaires. 


Gift better then himſelfe God doth not knowe; 
Gift better then his God:no man can ſee; 

This giftdoth heere the giuer giuen beſtow, 

Gift to this giftleteach receiuer be. 

Godis my gift,himſclfe he freely gaue mee. - 
Gods gittam, andnone but God thall haue mee; 


Man altered was by ſinne from man to beaſt, 
Beaſts foode is hay, bay is all mortall fleſh, 

Now God is fleſh,and lyes in Manger preſt 

As hay .che bruteſt ſinner ro refreſh: 

O happic he'de wherein this fodder grew! 

Whole taſte doth vs from beaſts ro men _ Rn 
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Chrifts (hildhoode. 


[1|ewelue yeares age, how Chriſt his child-hood 
Allearthl y pens vaworthy were to Write, (ſpent, 
Such acts to mortall eyes he did preſent, 

Whoſe worth, nat men,but Angels mult recite. 

No natures blots,no childiſh ww defilde, 


Where grace was guide, andGod didplay the child. 


In ſpringing locks,lay couched hoarie wit, 

In ſemblance young,a graue and auncient port, 

In lowly lookes, high maicſtie did fit: 

in tender rongue,ſound ſenſe of ſageſt ſort, 

Na'ure imparted all that ſhee couldteach, 

And God ſupplyed,where Nature could notreach. 


His mirth, of modeſt meane a mirrour was, 
His ſadneſſe, tempered with a milde aſpeR; 
HiseyetotriecachaRtion was a glas, _ 
\\ hoſe lookes did good approuc,and bad corre. 
His Natures gifts, his grace,his word and deed, 
Well ſhewedthatall did _ aGodproccede. 
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eA Child my choice. 


Ft follieprayſe that fancie lones: [ prayſe and lone that child, 
L _ no thought whoſe tongue no word,whoſe had no deeds 
Ipraiſe him moſt, 1 lone him beſt allprayſe and lone is his: (defil'd, 
While him 1 loxe, in him 1 Irue,and cannot line amiſſe. 


Lone: ſweeteſt marks lawdes higheſt theme mans moſt deſirediight, 
Toloxe him, life; to leaue h1m, death; to line in him, delight. 

He mane by gift, 1 his by debt, thus each to otber's due, 

Firſt fri ewas,beſt friendbe is,all times will try him true. 


7 bough young,yet wiſe, thou ſmall,yet fFrong though mwr,yet God 
As wiſe, be yes can,as God he loxes toblifſe: p ( 4 * 
His knowledge rules,his ſtregth defeds bis lone doth cherriſh all, 
His birth osr toy, h1s life our light 1s death onr end of thrall. 


Alas, hee weeper, he ſighes he pantr,yet doe his Angels ſing , 
Ont of bu teares,his fighes and throbs doth bud a toyfull ſpring, 
Almightie babe,whoſe tender armes can force all foes to flie, 
Corre(t ny fault; protett my life Aireft mee when [ dre, 


Content 


Content and rich. 


Dwell in graces Couft, 
Enticht with vertues rights; 
Faith guides my wit,loue leades my will 
Hope all my minde delights. 


Ia lowly vales I mount . _. 
To pleaſures higheſt pitch: 

My ſeely ſhroude true honour brings, 
My poovrc eſtate is rich. 


My conſcience is my crowne,. 
Contented thoughts, my reſt, 
My hartis happie1n ir ſelfe, 
My bliſle is in my breſt. 


Enough, I reckon wealth, 
A mecane, the ſurelt lor, 

Thatlyes too high far baſe contempr, 
Toolow, for cnuics ſhot. 


My wiſhes are but few, 
All ealteto fulfill: 

I make thelimirs of my power, 
The bounds vato my will. 


G 3 Thaue 


48 Content and rich, 


. Thaueno hopes but one 


Which is of heauen]y raigne: 
Effects attaind,or not deſir'd 
All lower hopes refraine. 


| Ifcele no care of coyne, 


Well-doing is my wealth, 
My mind to me an Empire is 


While grace affoorderh healch. 


Iclyp high-climing thoughts, 
The wings of ſwelling pride, 
Their fall is worſtthat from the heighe 
Of greateſt honour {lide. 


Sith ſayles of largeſt ſize 

The ſtorme doth ſooneſt teare, 
I beare ſo low and ſmall a ſaile 

As freeth mee from teare. 


I wraſtle not with rage 
While furies flame doth burne, 
Iris in vaine to ſtop the ſtreame 
Vatillthe tide doth turne. 


But when the flame is out, 
Andebbing wrath doth end, 
I turne a lateenraged foe 
Into a quiet friend, 


Content and rich; 


And taught with often proofe, 
Artemperedcalmel finde 

To be moſt ſolacero it ſelfe, 
Beſt cure for angrie mind. . 


Sparecyetis my fare, 
My clothes more fiethen fine, 
Iknow I feede andclothe a foe, 
That pamp'red,would repine. 


I enuie not their hap 
Whom fauour doth aduancez 
Itake no pleaſare in their paine 
That haue leſic happie chaunce. 


To rife by others fall, | 
I deemea looling gainez 

All ſtates with others ruines buile, 
Toruine runne a maine. 


Nochange of Fortunes calmes 
Cancaſt my comforts downe, 

When Fortune ſmiles,l ſmile ro thinke 
How quickly ſhee will frowne. 


And whenin froward moode 

Shee proues anangrie foe, 
Small gainel found tolether come; 
Leſlc loſſe tolet her gos. 


Loſſe 


- 


Loſſe in delayes. 


Hun delayes:they breede remorſe, 
Ori thy time whilc time doth ſerue thee, 
Creeping Snayles haue weakeſt force, 
Flie their fault,leaſt thou repent thee, 
Good 1s beſt when ſooneſt wrought, 

Lingring labours come to nought, 


Hoyſevp ſailewhile gale doth laſt, 
Tide and wind ſtay no mans pleaſure; 
Seeke not time, when time is paſt, 
Sober ſpeede is wiledoms leyſurc: 
After wits aredcarely bought, 
Let thy fore-wit guidethy thought, 


Time weares all his locks before, 
Take thou hold.vypon his fore-head, 
Whenhe flyes, he turnesno more, 
And bekind his ſcalpe is naked, 
Workes adiournd,haue many ſtayes, 
Long demurres breedenew delayes, 


ke 


Lofts in delayer, 31 


Seeke thy ſalue while ſoart is pouy 
a 


Feſtered wounds aske deeper launcing3 
Alter _— ſildome ns 

Often ſought ſcarce cuer chauncing, 
Time he giuebeſt aduiſe, 
Our of ſeaſon,out of price. 


Cruſhthe Serpentin the head, 
Breake ill egges ere they be hatched, 
Kill bad Chickins inthe tread; 
Fligge,they hardly can becatched, 
Inthe riſing,ſtifle1ll, 

Leaſt it grow againſtthy will. 


Drops doe pearce the ſtubborne flint, 
Not by force but often falling, 
Cuſtome kils with feeble dinr, 

More by vſe then ſtrength prevailing. 
Single ſands haue little waight, 


Many make a drowning fraight. 


Tender twigs are bent with eaſe, 
Aged trees doe breake with bending, 
Young deſires makelittle preaſe, 
Growth doth makethem paſt amending, 
Happie man that ſoone doth knock, 
Babel babes againſt the rocke. 
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FLOP RE x Ne 
Lowes ferile Lox. 


Oue, miſtreſſe is of many minds, 

Yer few know whomrhey lerue, 

[ſhey reckon leaſt how tierle loue- 
Their ſcruice doth delerue. -- 


The will ſhe robberh from the wit, 
The ſenſe from reaſons lore, 

Shee is dclightfull in the rine, 
Corrupted iathe core; 


| Shee ſhroudeth vice in vertues vaile, 
Pretending eoodinill, 

She offeret ioy,affordeth griefe, 

A kifle where ſhe doth kill. 


A honey ſhower raines from her lips, 
Sweet lights ſhine in her face. 

She hath the bluſh of virgine mind, 
The mind of Vipers race. 


Shee makes thee ſeeke,yer feare to find, 
To finde, but notenioys 

In many frownesſoine gliding (miles, 
Shee yeclds to more annoy. | 


She 


Lones ſernite Lots 
Shee wooes thee to come necte her fire, 
Yetdothſhe draw itfrom thee, | 
Farre off ſhe makes rx Fray, 
Andyec to freeze withinthee. 


Sheeletteth fall ſome luring baits 
For fooles to gather vp: 

Too ſweet, too ſowre, to cueric taſte 
Shee tempereth her cup. 


Soft foules ſhe binds in tender twiſt, 
Small Flyes in ſpinners webbe, 

She ſets afloate ſome luring ſtreames, 
But makes them ſoone to ebbe. 


Her watrie eyes haue burning force: 
Her floods and flames cenſpire: 
Teares kindle ſparks,ſobs fuel are: 
And ſighs doe blow her fire. 


May neuer wasthe Month of loue, 
For May is full of flowers, 
Butrather Aprill werby kind, 

For loue is full of ſhowers. - 


Like tyrant cruell wounds ſhe giues, - 
Like Surgeon ſalue ſhe lends, 

But falue and ſore have equallforce, 
For death is both their ends. 
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54 Lowe fernidt Lot. 
With ſoothing words, inthralled ſoules 
Sheechaines in ſeruile bands, 

Hereye infilence hath aſpeach, 
Which eye beſt vnderſtands. 


Her lictle ſweet hath many ſowres, 
Short hap immorrall harmes, 

Her louing lookes, are murdriag darts, 
Herſoagebowheking charmes. 


Like winter roſe,and ſommerlſe - 
Her ioyes are ſtill vntimely, 
Before her hope, behind cemorſe, 
Faire firſt, in fine vnſcemely, 


Moodes paſſions,fancies icalous fits, 

Ma mrrpeſh, 
yee W 

Aheau'n inhelliſh paine. 


Her houſe is ſloth, herdoore decene, 
—_—_— hope her ſtaires, 
Vnbaſhfull boldnes bids her gueſts, 
And euerievice repaires, 


Her dyetis of ſuch delight, 

As pleaſe till they be paſt, 

But then the poyſon kilsthe hart, . 
That didentiſerhe taſte. 


Her 


Lowes ſermile Lot. | $5 
Her ſlcepein finne,doth end in wrath; + 
Remorſe rings her awake, | 
Death cals her vp;ſhame drives her out, 
Deſpaires her vp-ſhot make. 


Plow not the Seas,lowe not the ſands, 
Leaue off your idle paine, 

Secke other miſtreſſe for your mindes, 
Loues (cruice is in vaine. 


- 


EH. & wo v7 3 


Life is but Loſſe. 


Y forcel liue,in will I with to dye, 
In plaintl paſle the length of lingring dayes, 
Free would my ſoule from mortall bodic flye, 
And treadthe tracke of deaths deſired wayes; 
Life is but loſſe, where death is deemed gaine, 
Andloathed pleaſures breede diſpleaſing paine. 


Who would not dye to kill all murdering greeues, 
Or who wouldliue in neuerdying feares: 

Who would not wiſh his treaſure ſafe from theeues, 
And quit his hart frompangs, his eyes from teares? 

Death parteth but two,cucr fighting foes, 

Whoſe ciuill ſtrife, doth worke ourendleſſe wors. 
| Hg: Life 


56 | Lifeirbur boſs, 
Life is a wandring courſe to doubtfull reſt, 
Az oftacurſedryſero damning leape; 
As happie race to winne a heauenly creſt, 
None being ſure, what finall fruits to reape. 
And whocan like in ſuch alife to dwell, 
Whoſe wayes are ſtraite robeau'n,but wideto hell. 


Come cruelldeath why lingreſt thouſolon 
Whatdoth withhold thy dint fromfatall ſtroke? 
Now preſt I am:alas thou docſt me wrong, 
To letme live more anger to prouoke: - 
Thy right1s had,when thou haſt ſtop my breath, 
Why ſhou!d'it cbou ſtay,to work my double death: 


If Saules arternpr in falling on his blade, 

' | Aslawfvll were,as cthe to pur in vie: 

If Samp/ſons leaue, a common law were made, 
Of Abelslotif all that would were ſure.” 
Thencruell death thou ſhould'ſt theryrant play, 
With none butſuch as wiſhed for rs wg 


Wherelife is lou'd,thou readic art to ki], 
| _ Andto abbridge with ſodaine pangs their ioy, = 
Where life is Joath'd thou wilt not work their will, 
But doſt adiourne their death to their annoy. 
Toſome thou arr a fierce vnbidden gueſt: 
Bucthoſe that craue thy helpethou helpeſt leaſt. 


Auant 6 viper,l thy ſpight defie, 
There is a God that ouer-tulesthy force, 

Who canthy weapons to his will apply, 
Andſhorten orprolong our brutle courſe; 

I on his mercie,not thy mightrelye, 

To him I liue,for him I hope to dye, I dye 
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- F Die ale. 
Life whatlets thee from a quick deceaſe? 
I death what drawes thee from a preſent pray? 


My feaſt is done,my ſoule would be ar caſe, 
Mygrace is ſaid, 6 death come take away. 


Llliue,but ſuch a life as euverdies; 

Idie,butſuch adeath, asneuer ends, 

My death to end my dying life denies, 
Andlife my liuing death no whitamends, 


Thus ſtill I dye,yer ſtill I doe revive, 

My living death by dying life is fed: 

Grace more then Nature keepes my hart aliue, 
Whoſcidle hopes andvaine delices are dead. 


Not wherel breath, but where lovel live, 

Not wheceT loue, but where lam I die: 

The life 1 wiſh, muſt —_— giue, 
Thedeaths I teele,io preſem dangers lie. 
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2 I hat iey to line, 


Wageno warre,yet peace [none enioy, 
I hope, I feare, I frite'in freezing cold, 
I mount in mirth ſill proſtrate in annoy, , 
I allthe worldimbrace, yer nothing hold. - - 
All wealthis want where chiefeſt wiſhes faile, *. 
Yealife is loath'd,where loue may nor pr cuaile. 


For that loue, I long, bur thatT lack; 
That others louel loath,and thatl haue: 
All worldly fraights to me are deadly wrack, 
Men, preſent hap, I future hopes doe crave. 
They louing where they liue, Jong life require, 
Toliue where beſt I loue;death Ideſice. 


- 


Heereloue is lent for loane of filthy gaine, (ſhew 
Moſt friendes befriend themſelues with friendſhips 

Heere,plentie perill, wantdoth breed diſdaine, 
Cares common are, ioyes faultie, ſhort and few. 

Heere honour enuide, meanenelle is defpis'd, 

Sinne deemcd ſolace,vertue little pris'd. 


| Heere beautic is a baite that ſwallowed choakes, 
Atrcaſure ſought ſtill rothe owners harmes: 
A _ thar eyes to mutdring ſighs prouckes, 
gracethart ſoules enchant with morcall charmes, 
Aluring ayme ro Cupids fiery flights, | 
- Abalctullblifſe that'damnes where ic delights. 


' What loy to line, 
O who woudlive,ſo many deaths to trie, 


f. Where will doth wiſh that wifdc me dothreproue? 
Where Nature craues that grace muſt needs denie, 
Where ſenſe doth like,that reaſon cannar loue, 


Where bcſt in ſhew,in tinall prooteis worſt, 
Where plcafures vp-ſhot is to die accuiſt. 
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Lifes death Lowes life. 


Ho liues in Joue,loues leaſttoliue, 
V Andlongdelayesdothrue, 
If him heloue by whom heliues 
To whom all louc is due. 


Who for our loue did chooſe to liue, 
And wascontent to dic; 

Who lou'd our loue more then his life, 
And loue with life did buy. 


Let vsin life,yea with our life 
Require his liuingloue, 

For beſt we live when leaſt weliue, 
If louc our life remoue. 


Where loue is hote,life hatefull is, 
Their grounds doe not agree, 

Loue where it Joues, life where irliues, 
Deſireth moſt to be. . 


6o —_ Liferdeath lows life. 


And ith Ione isnot where it liues, 
 Norliueth whereicloues, | 
Louc hateth life, that holds it backe, TD 
And deathit beſt approves. x 


For ſildome is he wonne in life, 
Whom loue doth moſt deſire: 

If wonne by louc yet notenioyde, 
Till morcall life expire. 


Life our of earth, hath not aboad, 
Incarth loue hath no place, : 

Loue ſcttled hath her ioyes in heau'n, 
Incarthlife all her grace. 


Mourne thereforeno true louers dcath, 
Life onely him annoyes, 

And when hetaketh leauc of life, 
Thenloue beginnes his ioyes. 


At 
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eAt homein Heauen. 


Aire ſoule, how long ſhal veiles thy graces ſhroud? 
How long (ball this exile with-hold thy right? 
When will thy ſunne _— this mortall cloud, 
And giuethy glories ſcopeto blaze their light? 
O thata ſtarre morefit for Angelseyes, 
Sroud pyne incarth,not ſhine abouc the skyes! 


This ghoſtly beautie offered force to God, 
It chayn'd him inthe linkes of tender loue, 
It wonne his will with man to make abode: 
Ie aid his ſword,and did his wrath remoue; 
It made the rigor of his iuſtice yeeld, 
Andcrowned mercic Empreſle of the field, 
* 


This lull'd our heauenly Sampſon faſt aſleepe, 
Andlaid him in our feeble natures1ap; 
This made him vnder morrtall loadeto creepe, 
And in our ficth his god-headtoenwraps 
This made him ſoiourne with vs incxile, 
And not diſdaine ou tytles in his ſtile. 
"SED I 2 This 
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G63 At home in Heau'n, 


- This brou zht him fco:n che ra'1hes of heau'aly quires, | 
| Intothis vale of ceares, and curſed ſoyle ; | 
From flowecs of geace,into a world of bryers, 
From life rodeath,from bliſſe ro dalefull royle. 
This madehim wander in our Pilgrim weede, 
Andcaltc our rorments,to releeue our neede. 


O ſoule, doenotthy noble thoughts abaſe, 
Toloſethy loue nm any mortall wight, 

Content thinceye athome with natiue grace, 
Sith God hiwſelte is raviſhe with drkaks 

If onthy beautie Godenamoured dec, 

Baſc is thy loucof any lefle then hee. 


Giuenot aſſent ro muddy minded skill, 
Thatdeemes the feature of a pleaſing face, 
To bethe (weeteſt baite to lure the will, 
Not valuing right the worth of ghoſtly gracez 
Let Gods and Angels cenſure winne beliete, 
Thatof all beauties iudge our loulcs the chiefe. 


CN RNC TEE ee INES ya ed 


Queene Heſter was of rare and leſſehew, 
And Iudeth once for beautie bare the vaunt, 
Bur he that could our foules endowments view, 
Would ſoone toſoules the Crown of beawtic grail 
O ſoulc out of thy ſelfeſecke God alone: 


Grace morethen thine,buGods the world hath none, 
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Lewd love is boſe. 


I{deeming eyethat ſt-opeſt cothe lure, 
'f mortall worths, not worth ſo worthie loue, 
All beauties baſe,all graces ace impure 
That doe thy erring thought from God remoue. 
Sparkes to the fire,the beamesyecldtothe ſunne, 


| AllgracecoGad,from whom all graces runne, 


If piture moue, more ſhouldthe patterne pleaſe, 


No ſhaddow can withſhaddowed things compare, 


| And fayreſt ſhapes whereon our loues doe ſeaze, 


Butſilly ſfignes of Gods high beauties are. 
Goeſteruing ſenſe, feede thou on carthly maſt, 


' True loue in Heau'nſeck thouthy ſweet repaſt. 


| Gleanenotin barren ſoyle theſe offa!l eares, 


Sith reape thou maylt whole harueſts of delight. 
Baſe ioyes with griefes,bad hopes doend in feares, 
Lewd loue with loſle,cuill peace with deadly fight: 


* Gods loue alonedothend with endlefſe caſe, 


Whoſe ioyes in UAE hope concludes in _ 
3 
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64 Lewd ome is loſſe. OM 


Letnotthe luring traine of fanſies trap, } 
-- Orgracious features proofes of Natures skill, 
Lull reaſons force aſleepe in errors lap, : 
Ordraw thy wit to bent of wantonwill, ; 
Thefayreſt flowers, haue not the ſweeteſt ſmel], 
Aſceming heauen, prooucs oft a damning hell. 


bo f 
Selfe-pleaſing ſoules that play with beauties bayte, 
In (hyning thronde may ſwallow fatall hooke, ; 
W here cageright,or ſemblant faire doth waite, | 
A locke itproues that firſt was bur a looke: | 
The fiſh with eaſe into the Netdoth glide, ; 
But to get cur, the way is notſo wide, E | 


Solong the fliedoth dallie with the ame, 
Vncill his ſinged wings doe force his fall, 
So long the eye doth follow fancies game, 
Till loue hath left the heart in heauic thrall; 
Soone may the mind be caſt in Cupids layle, 
But hard it is impriſoned thoughts to bayle. 


Oloath that love, whoſe finall ayme is luſt, 
Moth of the minde,eclyple of reaſons light, 
The grauc of grace,the mole of natures rult, 
- Thewrack of wit,the wrong of cucrie right; 
Inſumme,an euill whoſe harmes notorngue can tel], 
In which to liue is death,to dye is hell. . | 
oues © 
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: ' Louts Garden priefe. 65 
i Aine loues avaunt, infamous is your pleaſure, 
| Your ioy deceit, 
*  Youtiewels ieſts,& worthleſle traſh your treaſure 
| Fooles common bait. * .: 2 
| Your palactisapriſon thatallureth 

- | Toſwcet miſhap, and reſtthar paine procureth. 


| | Your garden griefe,hedg'din with thornes of enuie, - 
.E Andſtakes of ftrite, | 
YourAllyes errour,grauelled with iealouſic, 


| Andcares ot life. | 
' Yourbankes are ſeates enwrapt with ſhad:s of ſadnes, 


Your Arboutsbreede rough fittes of raging madnes. 
Your beds ate ſowen with ſcedes of all iniquitie, 


'S And poys ning weedes: 
© | Whoſeſtalkscuillchoughts,wholeleaues words ful of £ 
Whoſe truite miſdeedes. (vanttic, 


| Whoſe ſap isſfinne,whoſe force and operation, 
To baniſh grace,and worke the ſaules damnation. 


| Yourtreesarediſmall plancs of pyniog corroſiues, 
Whoſeroote is ruth. + - 
Whoſe barkeis bale, whoſe timber ſtubborn fantaſies, 
Whoſe pyth vntruth. 
On which in liew of biids whoſe voice d:lighteth, 
Ofguiltie conſcienceſcreechingnote affcighterh. 
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Your coale{tſommer gales are ſca!ding lighings, 
Your ſhowers are tearcs. ; 
Your ſweeteſt linell the {inch of (infull liuing, . 
Your fauours feares; 
-* Yourgardener ſathan,all youreape is miſeric: 
S © Yourgaineremorſe,andloſle of all feliciti. From 


res 


66 | 
From Fortunes reach. 


| Ecfickle fortune runne her blindeſt race : 
| ſertled haue an vnremoued mind : 
I ſcorneto be the game of fanſies chaſe, 
- Or vane toſhew the change of every wind, * 
Light giddy lumors,ſtinted tono reſt, 
Sull change their choiſe, yerneuer choſe the beſt. 


My choyſe was guided by foreſightfull heed, 

Ie was averred with approuing wil, 
Itſhall be followed with performing deed: 

And ſeal'd with vow, nll death the chooſer kill, 
Yea death though finall date of vaine deſires, 
Ends not my choyſe,which with no time expires, 


To beauties fading blifſeI-am no thrall; 
I buric not my thoughts in metal] Mines, 
I ayme not at ſuch fame, as feareth'fall, 
I ſecke and find a lightthat cuer ſhines: 
Whoſe glorious beames diſplay ſuch heauenly fights, 
As yeeld my ſoule aſumme of all delights. 


My light to loue;my louetolifedoth guide 
_ Tolife that lives b loue, and loucth light: 
By loue to one,to whom all loues are tic 
By deweſt debt, and neuer equal! right. 
Eyes light, harts loue,ſoules trueſt life he is, 
Conſorting in three ioyes, one pertcR bliſle. 
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iO , Phanſie turned to efmer 
complaint. 


Ee thathis mirth hath loſt, 

VW hoſe comfortis to rue, 

Whoſchopeis fallen,whoſe faith is cras'd, 
Whoſe truſt is found vntrue: 


If he haue held them deare, 
Andcannotceaſeto mone; 

Come, let him take his place by me, 
Hz ſhall notrue alone. 


But if the ſmalleſt ſweete, 

Be mixt with all his ſowre; 

If inthe day, the moneth,theyeare, 
He fcele one lightning howre, 


Thenreſt he with himſelfe, 
He is no mate for me; 


Whole time in teares, whoſe race in ruth, 
Whoſclife a death muſt be. 


Yetnot the wiſhed death, 
That feelcs no plaint or lack: 


6o A Phanſie turned 
Thae making freethe better part, 
Is onely Natures wrack, 


Ono, that weretoo well, 

My deathis of the mi nde; =» 

Thar alwayes yeelds cxtreameſt pangy, 
Yetthreatens worſe behinde. = 


As onethatliuzs in ſhewe, 

And inwardly doorh die; 

Whoſe knowledge is abloodie field, 
Where vercuelaine doth lie. 


Whoſe heart the Altar is, 

And hoaſt,a Godto moue: 

From whom my ill doth feare reyenge, 
His gooddoth promile loue. 


My phanſiesare like chornes, 

In which I goe by night 

My fri hted wits are like an hoaſt, 
Thar force hath put to flight. 


My ſenſcis paſli ns ſpie, 

My thoughts like ruines olde, 

Which ſhew how fairethe building was , 
While grace did it vpholde. 


Andſtill before myeyes, 
My moxrall fall they lays 
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Wh om grace andveitue once aduaunc't, ; 
Now ſinne hath caſt away, ; 


O thoughts,no thoughts buewounds, 
Soumeiimethe ſeate of joy, 
Sometimetheſtore of quietreft, 

But now of all annoy. py 


I fow'dtheſoyle of peaces 

My bliſſe was inthe pri 

And day by day the fruite [eate, 
Thar Vertues tree did bring. 


To Nettles now my corne, 
My field is twrn'd to flint 
Wherel aheavie harueſt reape 
Of cares thatneuer ſtint, 


Thepeace,thereſt,chelife, 

That [enioy'dof yore, . 
Were happie lot, but by theirloſſe, 
My ſmartdoth ſting the more. 


So to-vnhappy men, 

The belt frames to the worſt: 

O time,o place, where thus 1 fell, 
Deare then, but now accurſt. 


In was, ſtands my delight, 
[> is, and ſhall my woe, 


K 3 My 


63 "4 Phanſie tarned 
My horror faſtned inthe yea, 
My hope hangsintheno. 


Vnworthic of relecfe, BED 
That craucd it too late 

Toolate Ifinde, (finde too well) 

Toa well, ſtood my ſtate. 


Behold, ſuch is the end, 

That plealure doth procure, + 

Of nothing elſe bur care and plaint, 
Canſhe the minde aſſure. 
Forſaken firſt by yur 

— now forgotten, 

painel feele, but graces wage 

Haue others from me gotten. 


bk 
Then grace, where isthe ioy, 
That makes thy torments [weerez | 
Where is the cauſe that many thought, 
Their deaths through thee but meere? 


Where thy diſdaine of ſinne, 
Thy lecretſweet _—_— 
Thy ſparks of bliſle, thy heauenly ioyes, 
Thatſhinederſt ſo bright? 


O thatthey were not loſt, 
Or | could itexcuſcz 
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ro 4 (ouners complaint, 63 


O that a dreame of fainedloſle, 
My iudgemencdidabuſe. 


O fraile inconſtant fleſh, 

Soone trapt in cucrie ginnez 

Soone wrought thus to betray thy ſoule, 
And plunge thy ſelfe in finne, © 


YethatelI butthe faule, 

Andnot the faultie one. 
Necan[rid from me the mate, 
That forceth me to moane. 


To moanea (inners caſe, - 

Then which, was neuer worſe; 

In Prince or poore, in young or olde, 
Ia bliſ}, or full of curſe. 


Yet Gods muſt remaine, 

By death, by wrong, by ſhame 
I cannot blot out ot my hart, 
Thar grace writin his name, 


I cannot ſerat naught 
VWhomT haue held lo deere: | 

I cannot make him ſeemeafarce, 
Thatis indeede lo neere. 


Notthat[ looke hence-forth 
For louc that earit | found; 
| K 3 Sich 


64 A Phanfieturned | 


Sith chat T brake my pligheed truch 
To build on fickle ground. ; 


Yerthar ſhall neuer faile, 

W hich wy faith bare in hand: 

I gaue my vow, my vow gaue me, 
Both vow and gitt ſhall ſtand. 


But ſince thatI haue ſinn'd, 
And ſcourge none is too ill; 
I yeeld me cavtiue to my curſe, 


My hard fate to fulfill. 


Thelolitarie Wood 

My Cirtie (hall become, 

The darkeſt dennes ſhall be my Lodge, 
In whichl1 reſt or come. 


A ſandieplotmy board, 

The wormes my feaſt ſhallbe, 
Wher-with ws —_ ſhallbe fed, 

Vacillthey feede on me. 


My teares ſhall be my wine, 

My bed acraggy Rocks 

My harmonie the Serpents hifle, 
The ſcreeching Owle my clock. 


My exerciſe remorſe, 
Andgolecfull finners layes, 


to 4 franers complaint, 
My bookeremembrance of my crimes, 
And faults of former dayes. 


My walkethe path of plaiar, 

My proſpe& inco hell; 

Where ludas and his curſed crue, 
Inendlcſle paines docdwell, . + 


And though I ſeemeto vic 

The taining Poets tile, 

To figure torth my carefull plight, 
My fall, and my exile: | 


Yetis my greefe notfain'd, 
Wherein I ſtarue and pine, 


Who feeles the moſt, ſhall think it leaſt, 


If his compare with mine. 
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Danids Peccant, 


N eanes,fole Sparrowe firs not more alone,. 
Nor mourning Pcllican in Deſert wilde, 


Then filly I, tharſolicarie mone, 


From higheſt hopes to hardeſt hap exi!de: « v 
Sometime (06 blisfull time)was vertues mcede, - 
Aymeto my choughts,guideto my word and _ 
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66 Dawuids Peccawni, 
Bur feares are now my Pheares, griefe my delight, | 
My tcares my drink,my famiſhe thoughts my bread; | 
Day full of dumps, Nurſe of vnreſt the night, 
My garments giues, a bloodie field my bed, 
My ſleepe is rather death, then deaths allie, 
Yer kill'd with murd'ring pangs | cannot die. 


This is the chaunce of my il] changed choyſe, £ 
Ruth for my reſt, for comforts cares I finde; ; 
To pleaſant tunes ſucceedes a playning voice, 
The dolefull ecchoe of my wayling minde: 
Which caught to know the worth of vertues ioyes, 
Doth hare ic ſelfe for louing fancies toyes. 


If wiles of wit had ouer-raught my will, 

Or ſubtletrainesmiſled my ſteppes awrie, 
My foile had foundexcuſle in want of kill, 

Ill deede I might, though nor ill doome denie: 
But wit and will muſt now conteſle with ſhame, 
Both deede and doome to haue deſerued blame. 


I Fanſie deern'd fir guide toleade my way, 
AndasIdeem'd, I did purſucher track; 

Wirloſt his ayme,and will was Fancies pray, 
The Rebels wan, the Rulers went to wrack: 

But now (ith fanſie did with folly end, 

Wir bought with lofſe,will taught by wit, will mend. 


Sinnes 
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Sinnes heaute hnade. 


Lord, my ſinnes doe — thy breft, 
The poyſetherofdoth force thy knees to bow3 
Yea flat thou falleſt with my faults &--* 
And bloodie ſweat runs trickling fr6chy brow: 
But hadthey notto earth thus preſſed thee, 
Much more they would in hell haue peſired mee, 


This Globe of earth doth thy one finger Props 
The world thou doo'ſt within thy hand embrace; 
Yet all this waight,of ſweat drewnotadrop, 
Ne made thee bow, much leſſc fall onthy tace: 
Butnow thou haſt a loade ſo heauie found, 
That makesthee bow,yea fall fat tothe ground. 


O ſinne,how huge and heauie is thy waight! 
That waigheſt more then all the wor!d beſide. 
Of which when Chriſt had taken-in his fraight, 
The poylethercof his fleſh could not abide. 
Alas, it God himfelfe ſinke vnder ſinne, 
Whatwill become of man _ dic therein? 
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68 © FSinnts beauie loade, 

Firſt, fat thou fell't, when earth did thee receaue, | 
Incloſerpure of Marics virgin breſt;, ; 
Ani now thoufall t,of carrh torake thy leaue, 
| ' Thoukifſeſt itas cauſe of thy vareſt: _ ; 
O louing Lord that ſo dooſt loue thy foe, | 
As thus to kiſſe the ground where he doth goc. 


- 


' Thou mindedin thy. heauen our earth to weare; 2 
Doo'ſtproſtratenow thy heauen,our earth to blifſe; | 


} |  AsGod,toearth chou often wert ſeuere: : 
2708 NO As man, thou callſt a peace with bleeding kiſle. ? 
For as of ſoules thou common Father art, f 

Soisſhe Motherof mans other part. 


She ſhortly was todrink thy deareſt blood, 
And yeeld thy ſoule a way co ſathans caue; 

She ſhortly was thy corſe in rombe to ſhrowd, 
And with them all thy deitie to haue: 

Now then inme chou joyntly yeeldeſt all, 

Thar ſeuerally to earth ſhould ſhortly fall. 
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O proſtrate Chriſt,cxe&t my crooked minde, 
Lordlet thy fall my flight from earth obcaine; 
OrifI needes muſt ſtill incarth beſhcin'd, 
Then Lord on earth comefall yet once againe: 
Andeicher yeeld in earth with mero lic, 
Occlle with thee to take me tothe skie. 
bs ; _ Joſephs 


2 


- Foſephs eAmazement. 


Hen Chrift by growth diſcloſed bis deſcent, 
Into the pure receipt of Maries breſt; 
Poore Ioſeph,ſtranger yerto Gods intent, 
With doubts of jealous thoughts was ſore oppreſt: 
And wrought with diuers fits of feare andloue, 
He neither can her free,nor faultie proue. 


Now fince the wakefullſpie of jealous minde, 
By ſtrong conieQtures deemeth her defil'd; 
Burt loue,in doome of things beſt loued blinde, 
Thinks rather ſenſe deceiv'd,then her with childe: 
Yet proofes ſo pregnant were,thatno pretence 
Could cloake a thing ſocleareand plaine to ſenſe. 


Then Ioſeph daunted with adeadly wound, 
Ler looſe the raines of vndeſerued priefe, 
His hartd:dthrob,hiscyes in teares were drownd, 
His life a loſſe,death ſeem'd his beſt relieſe: 
The Rong relliſh of his formerloue, - 
oughts to bitter _ doth proue. 
2 


In gauliſh 
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70 . Joſephs Amaxement. 
One foore he ofteri ſerterh our of dore, 
Bute other loxth vacertaine wayes to creads 
Hecakes his fardell for his needfull tore, | 
Hecaſts his [nne where firſt he meanes to bed: 
Bur ſtill ere he can frame h'sfecte to goe, 
Loue winnethtimne,till all concludein no. 
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Sometimes griefe adding force he doth depart, 
He will againſt his will keepe on his paſe; 
Bue ſtraight remorſe ſo racks his raging hart, - 
Thar haſting thoughes yceldto a pauſing paſe: 
Then mightie reaſons preſſe him to remaine, 
She whom he flics doth winne him home againe, 


But when his thought by fight of his aboade, 
Preſents the ſigne of miſeſtecmdſhame; 
Ne i, a ſep that back he troade,. | 
Teares done,the guide,the tong,thefcerdath blame: ' 
Thus warring with himfelfe a field he fights, | 

Where cucrie wound yponthe giucr lights. 
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And was(quoth he)my loueſolighely pris'd, 
Or was our facred league fo ſywone forgor? 
Could vowes be voide,could vertues be deſpis'd; 
Could ſuch a ſpouſe be ſtain'd with ſuch a ſpot? 
O wretched [oſeph that hath liu'd ſo long, 
Of faithfull loue to reape ſo grecuoiis wrong. PRE 
| Uu 


%. 


Joſephs Amazement. 15 
' Couldſuchawormebreedinſo {weer a woo#? 
Ceuldin ſo chaſtdeme2nure lurke vntruth? 
Could vice lie hid where Vertues image ſtood? 
Where hoarie ſageneſſegracedtender youth? 
Where can affiancerefſt, toreſt ſecure? | 
In vertues faireſt. ſeate, faith is not ſure. - : 


F : 


' All proofesdidpromiſe hope apledge of grace, 
 _- Whoſegood might hauetepay'dihe deepeſtill; 
Sweet ſignes of pureſt thoughts in Sainily face, 
Aflur'dtheeye of her vnſtained will, 
Yetinthisſceming luſtre, ſeermerolie, | 
Suck crimes for which the law condemnes to die. 
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ButIoſephs word ſhall neuer worke her woe, 
I wiſh herleaue to liue,not doome to dies 
Though fortune mine,yet am [ not her foe, 
Sheto her ſelfeleſſe loving is then [: 
The moſtl will, theleaſt I can is this,- 
Sich none may falue, to ſhunacthat is amiſſe, . _ * 7 


Exile my hom :,the wildes ſhall be my walke, 
Complaint my ioy.my muſick mautning layes; 
With penſiue griefes in {iience will I calke, 
Sad thoughts thall be my guidzsin forrowes waies: 
- Thiscourſedeſtſutes thecare of careleſle minde, 
4  Thatleckestolole,what moſt itioy'deo finde. 
3 L 3 Like 


J  Fofepbs Amazement; 

Like ſtocked tree whoſe branches all doe fade, _ 
Whole Jeaues doe fall,and periſht fruite decays 

Like hearbe that growes in cold and barren ſhade, 
Where darknesdriues all quickning heate away: 

So dic mult I,cut from my roote of ioy, 

Andchrowne in darkeſt ſhades of deepe annoy. 
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Bur who can flie from that his heart doth feelec? 
What change of place can change implanted paine? 
Remouing, moues no hardnes from the ſtcele. 
Sicke hearrs,that ſhiftno fits,ſhifrroomes in vaine: 
Where thoughecan ſee,whar helps the cloſed eye? 
Where hart purſues, what gaines the foote to flic? 
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Yer ſtill Itread a maze of doubtfull ende; 
I goe,l come,ſhedrawes,ſhee driues away, 
She wounds, ſhe heales,ſhe doth both marre & mend, 
She makes me ſecke,and ſhunnegdepart,and ſtay: 
She is a friend to loue,a foe to loth, 
And in ſuſpencel hang betweenethera both. 
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Ehold a filly tender Babe, 
In freeſing Winter nighe; 
In homely manger trembling lies, 
Alas a pittious ſight: 
The Innes are full,no man will yeeld 
Thislittle Pilgrime bed; ; 
But forc't he is with fillic beaſts, 
In Crib toſhrowd his head. 
Deſpiſe him not for lying there, 
> Firſt whatheisenquire: 
” Anotientpearlcis often found, 
” Indepthof dirtie mire. 
> WaighnothisCrib,his woddendiſh, 
” Norbeaſtsthatby him feede: 
Waigh not his Mothers poore attire, 
Norloſephs ſimple weede. 
- This ſtable 15a Princes Court, 
> TheCribhis chaice of ſtate: 
- Thebcaſts areparcell of his Pompe, 
| _—_ wodden diſh his plate. 
e perſons inthat poore attire, 
> or was, 


© ThePrincehimlelſeiscom'n from heaven, 


Thispompe is prized there. 
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New Prince, new pompe. 
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74 MNew Prince, new pompe. 
Wirth = approach 0 Chriſtiall wight, 
ypr umble pompe 
Whick he trom heauendothbring. 


T he burning Babe. 


$1 in hoarie Winters night food ſhinering in the ſnowe, 
A; ris'd I was with ſodaine heate,vhich made my hart to glowe, 
eAnd 


imgpa fearefulleye, to view what fire was neere, ; 
eAprettic Babe all burning bright did in the ayre appearey b 


gr nm exceſſine heate, ſuch floods of teares did ſhed, 4 
As though his floods ſhould quench his fumes, which with bis teares were 
eAlas, (quoth he) but newly borne,in fierie beates 1 frie, (bred: 


Tet none approach towarme their karts,or feele my fire but I, 

Hy fanltleſſe breaſt the furnace is, the fuellwonndm g thornes: 
Lowe is the fire,and ſighes the ſmoake,the aſhes ſhames aud ſcornes; 
The fewell Inſtice layeth on, and CMercie blowes the coaler, 

The metall m this y ca wrought are mens defiled ſoules: 

' For which, as now on fire | am toworke them totheir good, 

So will I melt into a bath, to waſp them in my blood, 

With this he vaniſht out of fight, and ſwift ſhrunk away, 
eAnd/traight 1 called unto minde, that it was Chriſtmaſſe day. 


Nev 


Ce Inyo IE AIRS >a ih 1 PET A LT 7/Y je INES he” 5d, 4 he ALS XY 
LI 4q 4 go af US. 7: SWC KW eDNs TT ESTI SE WA p "A 4s 
hy bo IJ " \, 'S Ws C a” > "4 2 " L s a w7 4, DP en8 < wa od 
II | rl ns ES II RE tr hes 6 Ml ds ory Ol 
. OY | 


3 
14 


75 


x(C). PEER 


G 
SF, A 
( Ht {#f <: | 


7 Pl 
y s ON TTY Nb) C Ys 
New heauen, new warre. 
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= Ome to your heauen brewny uires, 
Earth hathehs henugel your l» 

' Remove your dwelling to your God, 
A tall is now his beſt abode; 
Sich men their homage doe denie, 
Come Angels all their fault ſupply. 


His chilling cold doth heate require, 
Come Seraphins in liew of Gre, 
This little Arke no cover hath , 
Let Cherubs wings his bodie ſwathe: 
Come Raphaell,this Babe muſt cate, 
Prouideourlittle Tobie meate. 


Let Gabriell be now his groome, 

That firſt rooke vp his earthly roome; 
LetMichaell ſtand in his defence, 
Whom loue hath linkt to feeble ſenſe, 
LetGraces rocke when hedothcrie, 


LecAngelſing hs labie. 


The ſame you ſaw in heauenly ſeate, 

Is vm > re 
; Agnize your am wight, 
Mbcororedacutiane not your 
Come kifſe the maunger where he 
Thatis your bliſſe aboue the skics. | 


This little Babe,ſo few dayes olde, 
Is comne ta ryfle Sathans folde; 
All bell dothathis preſence quake, 
' Thoughhehimſelfe for cold doe ſhake: 
For in this weake ynarmed wiſe, 
The gates of hell hewill ſurpriſe. 
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With eng, 
His naked bueaſt {tands for a ſhield; 
His battering ſhotarebabiſh cries, 
His Arrowes lookes of weeping eyes, 
His Martiall enſignes cold and neede, 
And feeble fleſh bis warriers ſicede. 


His Campeis pitchedin aſtall, 

His —_ anne wall: "R 
The Crib his trenc lks his ſtakes, 
Of Sheepheacds weex Fra makes; © 
And thus as ſure his foe to wound, 

The Angells crumpsalarum ſound. 
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New heauen,new warre * m7 
! - Myſoulewith Chriſt ioynechou in fight, 

” Sticktothetentsthat he hathdighy 
 WithinhisCribisſureſtward, 

| ThislittleBabewillbethy guard: 


! If chou wilt foylethy foes with ioy, 
= Then flit nor from the heauenly boy. 


